Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



liiiiliiii I 

3 3433 07574256 3 ^| 




FT i 


^ H 


1 

1 
i 

)R'S 


CO] 


m 


!GE 


CA 


KjE 


ER 


JULIA 


Ia. SCHiWARTZ 



-- y^C7 /^^^4^ o^ 




Cl A\ 




yNfCW 



\ 



teLINOR'S COLLEGE CAREER 



THE NEW YORK 

Pi^PLIG LIRHAKY 1 







" Mjra glanced up wiili guilty swifliiess." From 
See page 38 



ELINOCS 






JULI.\ \ "-CIW 

Author oi " ' .*^-..'r ^ < - ' • '.'• :; 



'- I 



IN ; 



I ^\ 



]|. ! 






i 1 \ I? 



KIJ. 1-.N ^ 



J 



N^ 



LiTiLE, rar.wx, and ^>^i[• 



V J 



<fVM»-<i.^ 



. t,-- ,-• 4 ^f « 



"^. •■^• 



t, 



"#*■•*»< 



■v «»'«■• ■•■^•m •^•**»«^«fc ^mrw*- • w^'f "w-'^r-^ :^f ^iw i ^- 



X, 



i 

I 



■ 



i 



' Vi. -' -i 



■' r .< , » 



ELINOR'S 
COLLEGE CAREER 



BY c 

JULIA A. SCHWARTZ 

Author of "Vassar Studies/" ''Wilderness Babies/' Etc. 



IN FOUR PARTS: 

I. The F&eshman Yeab 
n. The Sophomore Yeab 

III. The Juniob Yeab 

IV. The Seniob Yeab 



Illustrated by 
ELLEN WETHERALD AHRENS 



^ 






[\ BOSTON 

LITTLE, BROWN, AND COMPANY 

1906 






THE KE'.V rORK 

PUBLIC l:':r\sy 

TUDlfiN iOi.^DATIUNS 

» 1951 L 



Copyright, IMMy 
Bt Lrrrui, Biowv, and Compamt. 



AU rights rtservtd 



Published October, 1906 



9rfnteTf 
S. J. Pabkhill a Co.,Bosto«, U.S.A. 



CONTENTS 



THE FRESHMAN TEAB 
CHAFTEB PAGE 

I The Two Little Gibls who Laughed ... 3 

II Red Ink 21 

III Gbeen Gaps and Gowns 38 

IV A Mtstebious Disappeabanoe 55 

V Being a Genius 70 

VI The Fatal Black Bag 87 

the sophomobe yeab 

VII Mtba's Little Ram 105 

VIII Knowing it All 123 

IX The Jealous Fates 136 

X Valentines : . . . . 154 

XI The Mellowing op Lydia 166 

XII Humble-Pie 180 

THE JUNIOB TEAB 

XIII Room foe Contempobabies 193 

XIV All Kinds of Sense 204 

XV A Sgbew Loose 222 

XVI A Day of Events 236 

XVII Cela m'est egal 248 

XVIII Thbee Dummy Idiots 264 



Contents 



OHAFTEB PAd 

XTX BxTTiNG Ajf Example • . 277 

XX EuNOB Takes hkb Mediginb 287 

XXI Thb Wois OF EMuncNOB 296 

XXII Blessed a Pueittt 305 

XXIII A Pbettt Good Place 316 

XXIV Benetitb Remembebbd 325 



ILLUSTRATIONS 



"Myra glanced up with guilty swift- 
ness" Frontispiece 

" Three days of this suflSced to bring 
forth a placard upon the bulletin 
board" Page 141 

The Daisy Chain " 168 

" Elinor in misty white, with the class 
flowers swaying over one arm, rose 
to welcome the audience "... ^^ 828 



THE FRESHMAN YEAR 



ELINOR'S COLLEGE CAREER 



OHAPTEEI 



THE TWO LITTLE GISLS WHO LAUGHISD 



"I don't want to — I donH want to — I don't 
want to — go to college — go to college — go to col- 
lege. I don't want to — go to college.'' 

The words chanted themselves monotonously over 
and over in Elinor's brain, keeping time to the click- 
ing of the rails under the rumble of the wheels and 
the groaning of the train's iron bones. 

" But you have to — but you have to — but you 
have to — go to college. But you have to — go to 
college," creaked the answer in maddening reitera- 
tion. " But you have to — but you have to — " 

" Oh, conductor ! " piped up an eager young voice 
from a seat farther down the car, " be sure to let me 
get off at the right station, and don't forget my trunk. 
It is a large trunk covered with gray canvas and 
marked with my name at one end. I am a freshman, 
you know, and I am going to oolite all alone. Have 
you ever been there? Do you know what it looks 
like? Oh, can you really see it from the train? 
What fun 1 " 

3 



4 Elinor's College Career 

Elinor's sensitive mouth lost its snlky expression in 
a twinkling quiver of amusement She lifted her 
pretty head for a survey of the other girl, who looked 
rather young to be a freshman. At the minute 
Elinor did not reflect that her own hair was worn in a 
long braid and her own skirts barely reached her 
ankles. It seemed natural for her to be ready to 
enter college at the age of sixteen, because her am* 
bitious mother had planned for this from her very 
birth. Undoubtedly circumstances were different 
with this impetuous fellow traveler whose evident de- 
light showed that she was going to college of her own 
accord. 

When the conductor pointed to a mass of brick 
buildings, like an angular blot of red on a distant 
green hill, with " There's the college now 1 " she ran 
from window to window, craning her neck to catch 
lingering glimpses. 

Shy Elinor rose impulsively — and then sat down 
again. Her slender fingers twisted together in the 
struggle of her diffidence with her desire to correct 
this mistake. That girl believed that she was ad- 
miring the college, when all the while the red pile was 
nothing but an asylum for the insane. If only 
Elinor were brave enough to walk clear across the 
aisle and announce the truth ! Though it was dread- 
ful to be a coward, it would be worse to risk a snub- 
bing. Suppose that girl should draw herself up and 
stare coldly into vacancy without replying? Prob- 
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ably her parents as well as Elinor's had waxned her 
not to make acquaintances while traveling. 

Here the girl clasped her hands, exclaiming, " Oh 1 
isn't it big and beautiful I '' 

This was too much. Elinor might not wish to go 
to college, but after all it was her mother's alma 
mater ; and she could not bear to see it cheated out of 
such an adoring sigh. Under the quick spur of in- 
dignation she sprang to her feet and was in the aisle 
before courage failed suddenly, and she wavered as 
if to pass on toward the vestibule. At that moment 
the girl's face flashed around from the window — 
such a merry tip-tilted face with hazel eyes wet from 
the tingling excitement Elinor drew a short breath 
and spoke first: 

" That is only an asylum for insane people. The 
college itself is three miles back in the country." 

The girl jumped up fluttering and sparkling. 
" Oh I " she cried joyously, " are you a freshman 
too?" 

Elinor replied with a swift crinkling smile that 
made her irregular features altogether charming. 
" Yes ; but I have been there to visit My mother 
was graduated in one of the earliest classes, you 
know." 

" Then you are a real granddaughter of the college. 
Oh, isn't it wonderful I To think that I have met a 
granddaughter the very first thing! When did you 
get on the car ? Why didn't you speak to me sooner ? 
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Do sit down and tell me all about everything. Have 
you any conditions in the entrance examinations? 
Do you know whether you will room in a single or a 
double or a parlor or a firewall ? A parlor suite has 
three bedrooms^ I've heard, and a firewall has four. 
Oh, I do hope that you and I may room together. 
Wouldn't we have the greatest fiml It's a sort of 
fate, don't you think so? — our meeting this way. 
Have you noticed any other college girls on the train ? 
There, the conductor is beckoning to me. This is the 
town where we get off. Hurry, hurry, hurry ! " 

Snatching up a saucy-looking red hat she darted 
out of the car, as the train began to slacken speed in 
rhythm to the slow ding-donging of the engine's belL 
Elinor rescued a forgotten umbrella and a bag — real 
alligator^skin, she noticed— • and after adding her 
own property followed more quietly, turning at the 
door for a last careful scrutiny of the empty seat. 
Elinor had been exceedingly well trained. 

Out on the station platform she spied a gleam of 
red at the baggage-room entrance, and hastened past 
the line of clamorous cabmen to reach the fly-away 
little freshman. She found that young lady almost 
shedding tears over the thrilling occupation of search- 
ing her purse and exploring her pockets — (she had 
three in her jacket, two in her skirt, and one very 
plump with banknotes in her silk petticoat — in pur- 
suit of her trunk-check. At last she discovered it 
pinned under her belt. 
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" There 1 " she produced it triumphantly, " I knew 
I had put it safe somewhere. Won't it feel like 
home to see that old trunk again — only it's new, of 
course. Please send it right away. It's gray can- 
vas. Don't mix it up with the rest Are you sure 
you will recognize it ? I'm perfectly crazy to unpack. 
There's jam in it and a chocolate cake and everything. 
Do rush it out to the insane asylum as fast as you 
possibly can 1 " 

The baggageman stared, and Elinor touched her 
arm. " You mean the college, not the asylum." 

" Oh, my goodness me ! " gasped the little fresh- 
man, her eagerness changing to alarm, " did I say 
asylum ? Don't let them do it. Stop it, somebody ! 
All my clothes and things ! I'm going to the collie 
— to the college, do you imderstand? Send my 
trunk to the college*" 

" All right, miss," answered the man with an ap- 
pearance of respectful gravity, but Elinor had caught 
the glimmer of a smile and hurriedly drew her com- 
panion out of his range of vision. Of course he 
lumped all college girls in together and thought one 
just as likely to lose her head as another. It was 
horrid to be made ridiculous in that way. When a 
girl went to college she simply buried her identity in 
the crowd. 

" It is nicer to cry than to laugh," said Elinor as 
the two flitted through the waiting-room and passed 
out into the warm September sunshine, where dust 
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was blowing miniataie whirlwinds at the street cor- 
ners, " because while tears never won an enemy yet 
in the world, I do believe I could hate a person for a 
certain kind of a laugh." 

" Could you ? How funny I I never hated any- 
body in my life except villains in books. They're the 
most exasperating — . Oh look! Is that our car 
with those girls filing in? We'll surely get left 
Let's run for it" The little freshman seized 
EUnor's hand and dashed along the sidewalk, bump- 
ing into the more leisurely pedestrians in her path. 
She sent two suit cases twirling against their owners, 
one cane clattering into the gutter, and a shower of 
" beg pardons," echoing in her wake ; but she caught 
the car. 

During the clanging journey through the sleepy 
town to the suburbs, Elinor began to feel self-con- 
scious under critical glances from the other passen- 
gers who were laughing and talking as fast as their 
tongues could move. Even the obviously new 
students who sat here and there anxiously erect and 
mute stared at her with somewhat more painful in- 
tentness than at the rest. Indeed Elinor's face was 
extraordinary in a tantalizing way. It was extraor- 
dinary because it was almost beautiful in spite of the 
irregularity of its delicate outline; and it was tan-~ 
talizing because of the fact that it barely escaped be- 
ing beautiful. Perhaps the marred effect was due to 
the drooping of her mouth in repose or else to the ex- 
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pression of her level eyebrows which had a trick of 
drawing rebelliously together. Or possibly, after all, 
the fault lay in the shape of her nose> which cer- 
tainly was not Grecian. 

As Elinor became more and more uncomfortable 
under this alert^ interested inspection from so many 
strangers, she fell to wondering if there was anything 
wrong with her hat or her hair or her collar. Sup- 
pose that there was a streak of soot on her cheek or 
her nose ? Such things did happen. At the disturb- 
ing suspicion she rapidly closed one eye so as to 
obtain a view of her nose. Yes, there surely was a 
darkish speck on the tip; whether a cinder or merely 
a freckle, she could not determine. Now for a 
glimpse from the other side ! The closed eye whisked 
open and the open eye flew shut. Then suddenly, 
straight as a shot, Elinor looked across the aisle full 
into a pair of amused dark eyes. 

How perfectly dreadful 1 That girl opposite had 
seen her wink and was laughing at her. Flushing to 
her forehead, Elinor turned to gaze fixedly through 
the front window. She could never, never forget the 
mortification of it A granddaughter of the oolite 
to be observed blinking at her own nose before a 
whole earful of students I And it was not a very in- 
tellectual nose, either. 

"Something just strikes me as funny," chuckled 
the little freshman in her ear, " what if I had gone to 
the insane asylum ? " 
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Elinor regarded her gravely. What a silly scattef- 
brain she was to be choking into her handkerchief and 
shaking the seat because of such a foolish idea I The 
red hat was actually dancing up and down over the 
bubbling mirth. Anyhow it was not an insane 
asylum ; it was an asylum for the insane* And that 
horrid, horrid person across the aisle was staring 
again. 

Elinor bit her lip in the struggle for self-control. 
Through the long journey from home the monotonous 
chant of the clicking rails had aggravated her resent- 
ful shrinking from the new life. This present 
humiliation, irritated by weariness, dust, and heat, 
was pudiing her to the edge of serenity. She knew 
that she had reached the point where she must choose 
between laughing and crying. 

" Isn't it a j-j-joke 1 " stuttered the little fresh- 
man, ^^ the baggageman's jaw dropped open and his 
eyes popped out of his head. He was su-su-surprised. 
Wouldn't the sophomores h-h-howl 1 " 

With a swift quivering sigh of nervousness Elinor 
bowed her face on her hands and began to laugh help- 
lessly. She laughed till the tears came and her 
throat ached and everybody else in the car was smil- 
ing in sympathy with the two convulsed freshmen. 
She laughed till the person opposite bent forward to 
ask in a cheerful deep voice : " What is the joke, 
anyhow ? Do tell us all about it" 

Elinor sobered on the instant which was exactly 
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what the speaker had intended, for ahe considered 
hysterical mirth unwholesome. 

" I beg your pardon," responded the grand- 
daughter with her haughtiest air, though her hands 
were clenched to keep from trembling. She was 
never haughty to others except when she felt intensely 
embarrassed. That was the^ instinctive weapon of 
her diffidence. On this occasion it seemed to answer 
its purpose, for the person opposite settled back in 
her seat and directed her attention to a neighbor. 
Elinor, who could see unexpectedly well out of the 
comer of her eye, acknowledged to herself that this 
patronizing individual was remarkably handsome. 
Her eyes were dark and velvety and annoyingly 
frank, as Elinor had already noticed. Her nose was 
as perfect as a statue's, with no sign of a freckle. 
Her mouth was clean-cut, resolute, and perhaps a 
hint self-satisfied. She carried her fine head above 
her broad shoulders with an effect of gracious erect- 
ness. Elinor was certain that she must be a senior 
at the very least 

When the car had whizzed past a long hedge and 
swept around a curve to stop before the heavy arch 
of the Lodge gates, the passengers thronged out in a 
flutter of excitement. Even the talkative old students 
gripped their umbrellas unnecessarily tight, and some 
of them swallowed once or twice for no reason what- 
ever. Nobody loitered. While Elinor was hurry- 
ing on after the others down the evergreen-lined 
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avenue that led to the main building, she was aware 
of someone skipping beside her and trying to squeeze 
her free hand. 

" I like you," said the little freshman, " because 
you can laugh. Let's be special friends. My name 
is Myra Dickinson. What's yours ? " 

" Elinor OflStt," answered that young lady drawing 
away her hand with a cool sweet air of aloofness, " it 
has been pleasant to meet you, Miss Dickinson." 

Miss Dickinson opened her eyes and her mouth, 
too, for one astonished moment. Then Elinor, glanc- 
ing sideways, caught a glimpse of a burning dieek 
half averted. Her first impulse was to soothe the 
wounded pride of this over-friendly child, for ehe 
could not bear to hurt anybody. Second thoughts 
justified her attitude with ihe insistent memory of 
her mother's warning not to make acquaintances hur- 
riedly. Among eight hundred girls from all over 
the country she must be fastidious in choosing, be- 
cause the best college friendships endure through life. 
Of course she would try to be courteous, but she 
would not encourage intimacy till she knew more 
about this freshman. Doubtless it might have been 
wiser if she had not spoken to her on the train. In 
that case, at least, she would not have disgraced heir- 
self by laughing so unreasonably in the street car. 

" I will show you the way," said Elinor ; and Myra 
followed silently into the vestibule where girls were 
passing in and out^ with a little run here and a little 
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shriek there, now and then kissing and falling on 
each other's neck in greeting. After registering at 
the dean's oflEice, they were directed to the elevator 
and carried to the third floor, where they took their 
places in the line of students waiting at the door of 
the lady principal's oflSce. 

Here Elinor managed to lose her companion as if 
by accident A professor, whom she had met while 
visiting the college with her mother the previous year, 
chanced to be passing in the corridor. Through tak- 
ing advantage of the excuse furnished by rising to 
speak, Elinor changed her position on the row of 
benches. In this manner it happened that Myra had 
gone to her allotted room before Elinor emerged 
from her later interview with the principal. 

Elinor's escort was an important small sophomore 
with a perky black bow adding inches to her chubby 
height. On the way up the flight of stairs to the 
fourth floor, she chatted kindly about various features 
of the college life. The freshman in her charge did 
not betray by a moment's inattention that this was 
stale news to her, for she had been reared in an at- 
mosphere of college reminiscence. Mrs. Offitt, ex- 
ceptional in her generation because of her education, 
had always cherished the distinction jealously. Her 
daughter's distaste for the same privilege was due 
partly to a reaction against this trace of intellectual 
arrogance. Elinor felt oddly humiliated when people 
commented admiringly upon her unusual advantages 
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in heredity, training, and opportunities. Such praise 
seemed somehow to expose her defenceless before 
criticism; for to whom much is given, from her 
much shall be expected. And this rebellious young 
granddaughter was incurably diffident 

Elinor had been told that she was to share with 
three other freshmen a firewall suite, which consisted 
of a study with four bedrooms adjoining it. The 
sophomore hastened on, her topknot flapping, and 
swung open the door. There sat Myra perched on 
the edge of a wooden rocker, her bag and umbrella 
still clutched in both warm hands. 

" Oh, Elinor Offitt ! " she exclaimed, springing 
up in delight before a painful memory sent her back- 
ing awkwardly into her seat again, " won't it be 
f-f u-f un I I mean, it will be pleasant to room here, 
Miss Offitt.^^ 

Elinor's thoughts flew to and fro between her 
mother's warning and the situation confronting her. 
It would undoubtedly be difficult to hold herself in 
frosty isolation from her roommates. If they should 
turn out to be congenial, that would be so much 
gained; if they should prove otherwise, they would 
inevitably drift apart. In such a community it was 
safe to trust to the natural attraction of like to like in 
character and breeding. Elinor had keen intuitions, 
and almost unconsciously she recognized that in spite 
of the difference in temperament Myra belonged to 
her kind, so to speak 
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" I'm very glad indeed, Myra," she said. 

Myra's face dimpled joyfully over the sudden 
splintering of egg-shell formality. She jumped up, 
tossing her possessions hither and thither. 

" Let's look at the bedrooms. Somebody else is here 
before us," and she pointed to a shabby valise and 
a gloria silk umbrella standing mode&tly in a dim 
comer behind one of the straight chairs. The sopho- 
more had vanished on duty bent. 

" Yes, I suppose there'll have to be four of us," 
answered Elinor with a pang of regret at the memory 
of her exquisite nest at home. Even with unconflict- 
ing tastes and a limitless choice of rugs, pictures, cur- 
tains, arid books, this bare study could never be made 
faultlessly dainty. 

Myra, however, appeared radiantly untouched by 
despondency over the inartistic prospect. She was 
calling enthusiastically from the interior of the 
smallest darkest bedroom : " Elinor, this is the dear- 
est little room I It has a window opening upon the 
corridor, and you can watch everybody that goes by. 
If you're thirsty or want to go anywhere, you can 
climb out without walking around through the study. 
Isn't that convenient ! " 

Elinor caught sight of a limp jacket hanging 
under a cheap sailor hat in the wardrobe. " The 
first girl has chosen this room," she said, " and 
really it is the worst of the four, because the other 
inside bedroom is larger and the two outside ones 
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have windows to let in light and air. I wonder what 
kind of a girl she is." 

" Funny girl, I think," chiri)ed Myra, " to take a 
hack seat like that." 

Elinor hesitated. " I don't know. I fancy it 
would be easier to choose the worst than the best^ 
don't you think so? Not because you believe you 
ought to," she added hurriedly in dread that she 
might seem to be posing as a model, '^ but because it 
would feel uncomfortable to take the best of your 
own accord." 

" Um-m, yes, I dare say," assented Myra as she 
slowly twirled about on her heels before toppling 
against the narrow bed, " still, maybe, I could bear 
it for a spell. Anyhow if you intend to arrange 
affairs on that plan, I wish I hadn't come so soon. 
The last girl of all will have the best chance. I was 
the second, and therefore I nobly pre-empt the other 
inside cubby-hole." She set her bag over the thresh- 
old, and seized Elinor's suit case to deposit in the 
smaller outside room. " Now we're ready for num- 
ber four. I wonder if she'll object" 

" She's coming now," whispered Elinor, bending 
forward in a listening attitude as steps turned from 
the corridor into the firewall alleyway. The small 
sophomore ushered the fourth freshman into the 
study. " Miss Lydia Howard, this is Miss OflStt and 
this is Miss Dickinson." 

It was the person who had sat opposite in the car. 
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" Ah, the two little girla who laughed I So we are 
to live here together. How delightful ! " The plain 
room seemed to have become all at once a mere frame 
for her stately presence. After a comprehensive sur- 
vey of the simple furniture she leisurely placed her 
luggage on the coverless center table. " And where, 
may I ask, is the other one ? " 

" I don't know," replied Myra in a tone amazingly 
subdued, while with surreptitious pate and pulls she 
twitched her necktie straight and smoothed her skirt. 

Elinor stiffened in resentment of the condescending 
air ; for she was not accustomed to being patronized, 
and after all this person was only a freshman like the 
rest of them. Assuming her " society manner," — 
formally sweet and polite with an effort as if draw- 
ing a deep breath in anticipation of exertion — she 
inquired : " Would you not care to look at the bed- 
rooms. Miss Howard ? " 

" Indeed I should," replied the cheerful voice 
which was too rich vjnd full to be distinctively girlish, 
though its owner was little past eighteen. " May I 
suggest, girls, that my name is Lydia? Since we 
are likely to be thrown rather closely together, don't 
you know, what is the use of being too conventional 
at first? The ideal of college life is freedom from 
conventionality." 

" Yes, Miss Howard — I mean, Lydia," assented 
Myra obediently, while Elinor in silence scanned the 
tailormade costume of this latest arrival. Her 
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clothes were conventionally correct in every detail 
from the eagle's feather in her severe hat to the heavy- 
soled common-sense shoes. Even her shapely hands 
in perfectly fitting gloves were large enough to har- 
monize properly with her well developed height and 
breadth. There was absolutely nothing erratic about 
her. 

In a few minutes Lydia reappeared after her tour 
of inspection, this time virith a faint frown shadow- 
ing her serene low brow. " See here, girls, this won't 
do at all. It is not fair of you to leave the lightest 
and airiest room for me. That is taking advantage 
of a stranger." 

Elinor glanced up quickly from the magazine 
which Myra had unpacked from her heterc^neous 
possessions. This imposing person with her superior 
attitude might not prove wholly antipathetic after all. 
Evidently they both felt the same reluctance to grasp 
for the best. 

" Don't you think," began Elinor hesitatmgiy, 
" that we ought to — I mean that it might be better 
to wait till the other girl comes before deciding 
finally ? " 

" Certainly I do," responded Lydia as sne seated 
herself to consider the possibilities of the furnishings 
in the study, " probably we could divide the year into 
four parts and then change rooms every quarter. 
That would be the fairest way." 

Her frankly observant glance noted the imitation 
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leather of the forlorn valise behind a chair. Ap- 
parently its owner was not over-supplied with money. 
However it was the girl that mattered, not the money ; 
that was the great attraction about life in this demo- 
cratic community. One reason for Lydia's coming 
to college was to escape for a while from the merce- 
nary standards of the social circle at home. To judge 
from their belongings, these two other roommates 
were daintily above want. Lydia's tranquil gaze 
rested for a meditative moment upon the saucy face 
of the girl who was flitting from door to window, a 
silver-backed brush in her hand. 

" See the beautiful lawn, will you ? And the dear 
little greenhouse! And buildings peeking through 
the trees, and curving walks everywhere with bare 
headed girls hurrying over them ! Just kindly look 
at all the girls, will you ? Aren't they simply lovely 1 
Oh, oh, oh! I know that we are going to be too 
happy for anything!" 

" That one," commented Lydia to herself, " is a 
rattlepate." She turned toward Elinor who was 
bending over the magazine at the table. Her waving 
hair drawn loosely back into a long braid showed the 
graceful contour of her head. Lydia, who had once 
joined a class in art, reflected that this was essentially 
a feminine head without any abnormal breadth or 
strong-minded bumps to mar its symmetry. 

Conscious of the intent scrutiny, Elinor stirred un- 
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easily and lifting her lashee smiled ever so faintly. 
The smile was like a glint of sunshine. 

"And she," said Lydia to herself again, with an 
extraordinary throb of enthusiasm, " is a dear." 

" Oh ! " exclaimed My ra, who was the only one 
facing the door at the minute, " ah, um-m-m, how do 
you do ? Do you live here, too ? " 

On the threshold stood a tall, shabbily dressed girl 
with her arms full of flowers — wild asters and dusty 
goldenrod and ancient ragged daisies. She had an 
odd brown face with pixie features that seemed to 
change their modeling under the wind and fliame of 
feeling. 

" And that one," said Lydia to herself yet once 
more as she advanced in gracious greeting, " very 
likely may be a genius." 



CHAPTEE II 

EE© IKK. 

One October morning, a few weeks after college 
had opened, when the genius sauntered down the 
long dining-room and dropped indolently into her 
seat, fifteen minutes late as usual, she found the 
others in the midst of a livelier discussion than was 
customary at such an anxious meal as a freshman 
breakfast. 

" Whaf s the joke ? " she inquired, scanning the 
table gloomily for any sign of her favorite crescent 
rolls. " Did Myra get here first and devour every- 
thing?^' 

" No, she didn't,'^ chuckled that young lady, " we 
are merely analyzing a pathetic incident. You see, 
it takes so long to lace my boots that one morning I 
fix the right and the next morning the left, before 
breakfast. I hate to be partial. To-day I didn't 
have time for either. Of course one foot had to go 
and step on the other's lacing, and I tripped and 
bumped into a professor, and she said, *Why, good 
morning ! ' " Myra choked. 

The genius lifted solemn eyes that shone with 
green lights like sea-water in the sunshina ^'I 
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see," she commented sadly, " and now will someone 
kindly tell me who annexed my little pitcher of cream 
for her wheat ? " 

" No, you don't see, because I haven't reached the 
point yet. When the professor looked around, Lydia 
was there and I wasn't. She said good morning to 
Lydia. She thought it was she who had bumped 
into her. Oho, ho, ho ! " giggled Myra with her fists 
doubled under her chin in one of her bewitching 
small-child attitudes. 

" It was decidedly a freshmanlike performance^'* 
declared Lydia, who sat at the head of the table as- 
signed to their group of ten students. Even if she 
had not been the leader in selecting and inviting the 
six other freshmen to join the four roommates, no- 
body would have thought of disputing her right to 
that position of duty and privilege. The chief duty 
was to distribute portions from the main dish before 
her. The chief privilege was to bow in acknowledg- 
ment of a formal " Excuse me," when any one wished 
to leave the table before the head gave the signal by 
rising from her seat. 

" She did not bump into the professor intention- 
ally," protested Elinor, half in indignation at the 
criticism, half in perversity. 

" She vanished intentionally" argued Lydia, who 
was unaccustomed to acting as scapegoat for any- 
body, " I was certainly annoyed. That small piece of 
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impudence behaves as if life were a serial joke. I 
fail to comprehend why she came to college." 

" I came for fun," announced Myra, unabashed, 
because she had already learned that Miss Howard's 
bark was considerably worse than her bite ; and any- 
how there was a twinkle behind that make-believe 
frown. " I really did, and I'm not ashamed to say 
so. All the boys I know have gone to college, and 
some of the girls. And I don't intend to be left out 
of anything." 

" You won't be," said the genius dryly, as she 
fished from her cocoa a stray bit of crust that had 
been sent leaping by Myra's emphatic thump on her 
plate. 

Myra cocked her head on one side. " Why did 
you come, Ruth, if you don't mind telling? You 
hate mathematics so awfully and you're always late 
to everything. You're different from all the other 
girls. Elinor says — " 

" Ruth came to work," broke in Elinor hastily to 
prevent indiscreet quotations from her confidential 
speeches. Her first glimpse of Ruth's vivid face, 
strange intense eyes, and cheap clothes had offended 
her taste. She had decided at once that she did not 
like this girl and never would. To have such a 
queer, disagreeable roommate thrust upon her was the 
crowning misfortune of that dreadful day. Though 
she had tried not to show her antagonism, still she 
distinctly recalled having said things to Myra. 
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^^ I should hope that we all came to work," spoke 
up Lydia with a rebuking air^ ^^ that is taken for 
granted Work is the theme of our college course; 
still different girls have different points of view. 
There are various tints and shadings — 

" Oh, I remember that ! " exclaimed Myra ; " Miss 
Ewers said it in the English class. Crackie ! how I 
labored over that essay. It was seventeen minutes 
past midnight before I had filled the last line of the 
second sheet. The papers will be handed back to us 
to-day. The sophomores say that she tacks the essays 
on the wall and flings her bottle of red ink at each 
one. Along the margin she marks, ^ Punc, punc, 
punc' Short for punctuation, you understand.*' 

" Isn't she wonderful ! '' Ruth's irregular fea- 
tures borrowed a glow of momentary beauty frcwn 
her enthusiasm. '^ I never dreamed that there were 
such teachers living. She illuminates, transfigures. 
Even rhetoric — when she talks I feel as if I could 
swing the world on my shoulders. It is inspiration.'' 

" Hm," Lydia regarded her studiously, " that's 
because you are most interested in literature and 
writing. Now what I find most fascinating is hy- 
giene. The plan of house sanitation which we had 
last week is exquisite. I intend to do it in colored 
chalks and send it to father for our summer cottage 
at the shore. I think, Ruth, tJiat you ought to pay 
more attention to the disciplinary studies for the sake 
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of your all-round development. Yery few geniuses 
nowadays are self-made." 

"Ruth's blushing," bubbled Myra heartlessly. 
" She didn't know we call her a genius. Everybody 
says so. Just wait till your essay is given back to- 
day. Maybe not a speck of red ink except for the 
excellent underlined a few dozen times. Oh, we 
know you can write. Elinor says that queer — " 

"Myra, quick! I've spilled my milk." Elinor 
mopped it with such zeal that Myra forgot to com- 
plete her sentence. Lydia pushed back her chair. 

" By the way, Elinor," she said, " why did you 
come to college ? " 

"Because my mother wanted me to," was the 
prompt reply. " It isn't my fault that I'm here. I 
myself wished to travel and study abroad." 

" The reason I determined to come," proclaimed 
Miss Howard with an accent on the pronoun, " in 
addition to the work motive, of course, was for the 
sake of the atmosphere. Nowhere else can you 
secure such an unconventional and democratic spirit 
Nowhere else can you obtain the broad and thorough 
training so essential to one who hopes to take an 
effective part in supporting the social fabric and 
acting as an influence in the community." 

" Yes, ma'am," whispered Myra meekly, " I wish 
I could express myself so well as you do. I want to 
be an influence m the community, too." 

Here Elinor glanced up quickly, caught Myra's 
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eye^ raised her glass to her lips, choked suddenly, and 
clutched for her handkerchief. Then rising without 
a word she fled down the long apartment, hurried 
across the corridor to the empty reception roomB, and 
dropped upon a sofa. A minute later somebody 
bounced down beside her and a head sank limply on 
her shoulder. 

"Aren't we silly?" gasped Elinor in the first 
calm pause. " Do you think it hurt her feelings ? " 

" Oh, my, no ! She believes that we are hope- 
lessly foolish anyhow. And I guess we are," an- 
swered Myra, sitting up with a long-drawn groan: 
" The girls stared — hundreds of them — and just 
as I passed the faculty table as fast as I could trot^ 
I — I — I — sn-snorted right out loud." 

Elinor collapsed again in a weak heap. " M-M- 
Myra ! with your face screwed up as it is now? " 

" Worse ! " The mourner yielded to a smothered 
giggle- " Disgraced for life ! " 

Elinor gathered herself together. " Madam, per- 
mit me to mention first hour * math,' and our beds not 
made yet Eheu, such an abnormal lifet Nothing 
but books, books, books ! " 

"And girls," added Myra, "nice books^ nicer 
girls ; I'm blessed aplenty, thank you. It's in recita- 
tion when I'm there and the book isn't near that I 
suffer." 

Elinor chanted : 
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A visitor to college viewed 

Life's cool and calm design; 
He saw girls bending over books — 
Careers before them shine — 
' If woman were mere intellect/ he said, 
' It would be fine/ 



" Eight hundred girls with one accord 
Looked up, removed their specs. 
Then raised their hands in horror at 
The menace to their sex. 
' If woman were mere intellect,* they cried, 
' How could we ex ?* '* 

Myra clapped her hands. "Ruth wrote that. 
Isn't she bright! And that's so awfully deep, too. 
Even if we were mere intellect we could have mental 
gymnastics — mathematics and so on. But she 
means more than that -^ she refers to the eternal con- 
flict between the claims of head and heart. She 
means shall a woman sacrifice the perfection of per- 
sonality to the perpetuation of the race." 

" My — stars ! " Elinor seized Myra's elbow and 
shook her so that she lost a step in her skipping 
progress down the corridor. " Does that crazy girl 
talk like that to you, you infant? Think of her 
stirring up your woolly little brain so outrageously ! 
She's the queerest person with the least common 
sense I ever saw." 

" No," said Myra, " she doesn't discuss the subject 
with me, though if she did I should certainly feel 



28 Elinor's College Career 

flattered. But I heard Lydia arguing about her 
essay. Have you noticed how fond Lydia is of long 
words. She calls them Latin derivatives. Oh, 
Elinor I " the rattlepate smitten by sudden realization 
of the flight of time burst into the firewall study and 
flew over to her desk, " I haven't finished my trans- 
lation yet, and Latin comes right after * math.' " 

Myra managed to slip through the hour of mathe- 
matics without being called upon to recite. She 
was so elated by this piece of good fortune that she 
neglected to make herself as inconspicuous as was de- 
sirable during the next recitation. When this ordeal 
was over, she hurried up&tairs and found that Elinor 
had arrived from Greek a few minutes earlier. 

" Oh, Elinor I " she wailed, casting herself upon 
the couch, " I've had the most terrible time 1 You 
know I had translated only half the lesson, and so 
naturally I wasn't very anxious to recite. When- 
ever the instructor glanced in my direction, I coughed 
or took out my handkerchief or grasped my forehead 
at the temples or something like that But she 
couldn't act on a hint. She actually called on me to 
read. I started out awfully fast and decisively in 
order to show her that I was not afraid to reach the 
foot of the page." 

"But you were afraid," complained Elinor in a 
contrary mood. " You were trying to deceive her." 

" Oh, well, the girls call it bluffing. Anyhow it 
didn't work. When I stopped, instead of saying, 
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^ That will do,' she said, ^ Go on/ Then I had to ex- 
plain how she had warned us the other day not to 
allow our work to master us, driving us on like pack- 
horses beneath the rod of an inflexible quota. I told 
her that I had not found it convenient to translate 
beyond the foot of the page." 

" Did you describe the circumstances which ren- 
dered it inconvenient ? " inquiredElinor ; " did you 
mention a wafiBe-supper or something akin ? " 

" No, she didn't ask me to — to — to expatiate. 
She looked at me in a funny way and said, ^ In your 
case, Miss Dickinson, I prefer to receive a report 
from you before class every day concerning the exact 
extent of your researches.' She meant that I must 
tell her how far I have translated. The girls declare 
that they all enjoy my recitations. They say I man- 
age to get the most original translations ! " 

" Indeed you do! " laughed Elinor; " you seem to 
regard a Latin sentence as if it were a collection of 
anagrams. The girls envy you your superb indiffer- 
ence to gender, number, and case. It's a great tal- 
ent. I wish I had your ability." She drummed 
impatiently on the lid of her desk. " I flunked in 
Greek and the professor said, ^ With your equipment, 
Miss OfBtt, we have anticipated much from you.' I 
don't care. I have my own life to live, and I'm not 
fond of study and I shan't work any harder over 
books than I have to, so there ! " 

" Dear Elinor ! " cried Myra with a swoop of joy, 
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" I knew you weren't meant to be a grind or a dig. 
Leave that to the slow-pokes who come here simply 
to work. You and I will take all the fun we can 
get Let's give Buth a lot, too, because she's never 
had very much and she's older than we are. She 
admires you heaps*" 

" I wish she wouldn't," Elinor shrugged her shoul- 
ders petulantly as if throwing off a weight " It's 
horrid. I want to be like everybody else and not be 
fussed over. These teachers here talk about my 
splendid preparation and exceptional advantages till 
I feel exactly like that old Pharisee who went up to 
the Temple to pray and offer thanks because he was 
not as other men are." 

Myra looked guilty. " I have always liked that 
old Pharisee," she confessed, " because he was honest 
and told the truth. Nearly everybody is thankful 
because he is not like somebody in some respect. 
Lydia's glad because she is not so thin as Buth, for 
in that case of course she would need to have her 
clothes made over. Buth is glad because she is not 
so lazy as you are. Here, help, helpl I'm sorry. 
Stop pinching this instant. You are glad because 
you are not so easily satisfied as I am." 

"Hm-m, yes, my noble discontent! I decline to 
share it with anybody. Others may grumble — " 

" Oh, they do, even if they aren't granddaughters. 
They say that college is not so much fun as they had 
expected. Just count it up yourself: three recita- 
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tions a day with two hours study for each — ostensi- 
bly, you know ; add time for meals and exercise and 
sleep, and pray, how many hours are left for fun ? " 

" Give it up," said Elinor obligingly, appalled at 
the result 

" Well, as I was saying, I am glad because I am 
not so — ahem — regal as Lydia, for if I were I 
should never dare to hippity-hop like this in sight of 
such a critical person as you are. Ouch! I've 
bumped into Ruth's portfolio and scattered her pre- 
cious papers every which way. Help me pick them 
up quick I I've got to do all my English this period. 
Oh, look ! Here is your name — a poem ^ To Eli- 
nor.' It's a rondel : ^ Sincerely lift that sweet girl 
face — ' " 

" Let me see ! " Elinor stretched out her hand 
and as quickly drew it back. " No, it isn't nice to 
read it. Fold it up again, Myra. She hasn't any 
right to think of me like that." 

" Why, Elinor OflBtt ! Her thoughts are her own, 
I guess ; and she's a genius and she didn't show this 
poem to you, anyway. It's awfully mean to be so 
finical. Ruth is just as sensitive as you are." 

Elinor lifted her chin rebelliously. She had per- 
haps more than her share of the natural perversity 
that inclines one to choose the opposite side in an 
argument. This tendency had helped to emphasize 
her critical attitude toward college in contrast with 
her mother's enthusiastic loyalty. " Mere thoughts 
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can intrude upon another's personality," sbe began; 
" I don't like her, and she — ^" 

" Girls," Lydia came sweeping down the alleyway 
which led to the study, "we've enjoyed the most 
fascinating lesson in English I Miss Ewers advised 
us to buy notebooks for jotting down our ideas as 
they occur. She says that in future years we shall 
find such a record of mental development exceedingly 
entertaining. I have purchased a new fountain pen 
also." 

" I want to develop, too," said Myra; " let's buy 
notebooks ourselves." 

" Indeed I shan't," spoke up the granddaughter 
defiantly, " I've been developed from the kindergar- 
ten up, and I'm tired of it. I never have any ideas 
to write down anyhow, and I don't care to think 
about myself so much as all that Euth is the kind 
of a girl that keeps diaries. There is always some- 
thing queer about persons who are crazy to write. 
Where is she ? " 

" Somewhere in the corridor. Our essays were 
handed back to us, you know, and hers seemed to 
have quantity of red ink on it. Mine has hardly 
a mark except suggestions for punctuation." 

" Hurry, Myra. It's our turn this hour. That 
last bell will ring in two minutes. We'll have to run 
for it." 

An hour later, when the two freshmen fluttered 
into the room, Myra still chuckling over the array of 
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sarcastic question-marks on the margin of her essay, 
Lydia greeted them with upraised hand. 

" Hush 1 " she said in a generous whisper, " Kuth's 
lying down. She says that she does not want any 
luncheon, though I warned her that it is utterly 
foolish to skip a meal for no reason whatever except 
an unimportant little word in red ink on her essay." 

" What word ? " 

" Nothing but rewrite scrawled across the top of 
the first page. She came in stumbling, with her eyes 
wide open, looking as if she had gone blind. I told 
her that wisdom consists in the right perception of 
values, and literature is not all of life. She didn't 
seem to hear me. Such lack of common sense ! " 

" Oh, dear ! " exclaimed Myra, her lip quivering 
in swift sympathy. Before she had taken three steps 
toward Ruth's portiere, she was stopped by Lydia's 
hasty call. " No, no, Myra, she asked me to see that 
she was not disturbed, and I promised." 

Myra hesitated, then turned back slowly and went 
to luncheon with the other two. However she man- 
aged to leave the table early and run back to the 
study in plenty of time to cany out her impulse for 
comforting this friend in distress. Ten minutes 
later she almost toppled Elinor over in her rush down 
the stairs. 

" Elinor, don't hold me. I'll be back in a jiffy. 
I've got to catch Miss Ewers before she hides behind 
an engaged sign. Is she in the dining-room yet? 
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Ruth's horribly discouraged. She says there isn't 
any use in her staying at college if her writing is so 
hopelessly bad as that She worked like a dog^ 
only dogs don't work, do they? She did her very 
best on that essay and then to be ordered to rewrite 
it I She's desperate. Why, even I don't have to do 
mine over, you know. She says it isn't worth while 
for her to try any longer. That's all she wanted of 
college: to learn to write. She says she will go 
back to teaching at once. She was lying face down- 
ward on the bed, with the essay crumpled up in her 
hand. I'm gv>ing to ask Miss Ewers about it. Oh, 
dear! and we all thought Ruth was a genius! " 

Elinor drew a long breath and walked on, the 
quick flash of relief in her eyes brightening steadily. 
So Ruth would go away and leave her in peace, and 
she could invite some congenial girl to take the 
vacant room ; and then perhaps college wouldn't be so 
unbearable in spite of everything else. Of course 
she would never be unkind or impolite to anybody; 
but no one, not even a saint, could truthfully say that 
it was pleasant to live with a person who was so irri- 
tatingly queer and erratic as Ruth. Why, just the 
way she ate sugar on her potatoes was enough to 
make an angel nervous. Her whimsical drawl and 
her indolent movements and her embarrassing fashion 
of staring intently at a person and her wild moods of 
gayety or depression and her unconventional re- 
marks! And she was always forgetting to return 
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what she borrowed and she never kept her engage- 
ments and her things were so cheap and shabby that 
they were actually painful. Ugliness that was 
merely a blot to less sensitive vision was exquisite 
discomfort to highly-strung Elinor. Every impres- 
sion from the rarest joy to an impatient glance or 
the prick of a pin bit far more keenly into her con- 
sciousness than into that of a normally thick-skinned 
person. 

As she entered the study this afternoon she looked 
around with a curious little smile of exultant dis- 
missal upon the ramshackle second-hand desk which 
Ruth had bought and installed between Lydia's 
carved mahogany and her own bird's eye maple. 
Those atrocious paper flowers which draped a 
vividly colored chromo would be out of sight to-mor- 
row; and Elinor would be at liberty to lift her lashes 
without risk of a shudder. That row of worn books 
with their torn backs and dingy lettering would no 
longer be shrieking daily for a friendly twitch of the 
curtain to cover their hideousness. Euth's mis- 
shapen shoes and cottony skirt and faded waists, 
though neat enough, to be sure, were not pleasing 
objects to have continually within range of a fas- 
tidious eye. That odd brown face, too, that was al- 
ways changing and yet always the same in the in- 
tentness of its observation wherever Elinor might 
happen to be — that was the most exasperating dia- 
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comfort of all to a diffident and self-conscious young 
person like charming Miss Offitt 

But to-morrow she would be free from this burden 
of annoyance. Ruth would be gone and the rest of 
them could be comparatively happy together. Ruth 
would be gone, gone, gone! Ruth would be gone! 
Never to bother her again, never again! Oh, 
wouldn't it be bliss, bliss, bliss, perfect bliss! 
Elinor's heart — or possibly it was only some hard 
green, unripe little organ in the place where her 
heart should have been — was singing a rollicking 
song as her fingers scribbled busily at the required 
mid-week letter home. All her life her mother had 
been requiring things of her. In ungrateful weary 
moods she had been aware that she envied Topsy 
who simply grew. To-day the letter was a pleasure 
as well as a duty, for she had delightful news to tell : 
she was going to be happier to-morrow. 

" Ruth, Ruth, Ruth ! " Myra blew into the study 
like a joyous tornado, and seizing Elinor waltzed 
her into the darkened bedroom where Ruth still lay 
motionless with her arms flung across the pillow in 
which her face was buried. " Ruth, Ruth, Ruth ! 
Get up, quick! Write your essay over rapidly. 
Miss Ewers says it is far and away above the aver- 
age. It has more promise than any other handed in. 
She criticized it as if it were the work of a mature 
hand. It's different from the others. She doesn't 
waste her red ink on the hopeless ones. She marks 
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the spelling and punctuation in them, but yours is 
worth severe examination. She wanted you to re- 
write it for your own sake. She says it has remark- 
able promise. Do you hear? It has promise and 
maybe you can do something some day. That's ex- 
actly what she said, and it means heaps from her, 
because she can write herself. She has published 
books, and she knows. She wants to interview you 
the sixth hour this afternoon. She says she sees 
where she can help you. Oh, Elinor, aren't you 
glad, glad, glad I Now Ruth won't go home." 

Elinor closed her eyes for an instant of sharp dis- 
appointment. Then she drew a deep breath. " It's 
perfectly lovely, Ruth," she said. 

" Ow ! " squealed Myra, wriggling free from her 
embrace, " those were my fingers you gripped that 
time.*' 



CHAPTER in 

OBESN OAFS AND GOWNS 

With all her advantages in the line of familiarity 
with every volume of college stories available in 
library or book shop, Myra certainly would not have 
been caught by the sophomore joke against the fresh- 
men that Hallowe'en, if it had not been for the lamb. 
The lamb was intended to be the junior joke upon the 
seniors. Myra, unfortunately for her future peace 
of mind, was unaware of this important fact When 
in woolly red robe and worsted slippers she had 
shuffled into the bathroom unusually early that morn- 
ing, she had almost dropped her biggest best sponge 
at the sound of a shrill ba-ba-a-a suddenly stifled to 
a gurgle and mingled with the tap of hurried move- 
ments and anxious whispers of " Quick 1 the whipped 
cream, Mary! Now that other spoon — he's swal- 
lowing this one ! Oh, dear ! the rising bell will ring 
in two minutes." 

Of course the door was latched on the other side, 
and though Myra, with joyous zeal of scientific curi- 
osity, rattled the knob and made audible remarks 
about selfish girls who didn't know that everybody in 
novels always took cold plunges before breakfast 
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nowadays, she failed to provoke any response beyond 
another smothered bleat. Thereupon, urged to pre- 
cipitancy by the approach of other students with 
other sponges, she took possession of the second tub 
behind the adjacent partition. She was so much 
interested in listening for more whispers that she 
neglected to stand shuddering on the brink for aa 
many minutes as she could spare. Consequently she 
was in and out and ready to depart in time to over- 
take Elinor bearing a pitcher of hot water back to 
her room. Myra told her about the mysterious lamb 
and warned her to be on her guard all day and tell 
the other freshmen to be exceedingly wary, for un- 
doubtedly this innocent little animal was destined to 
be foisted upon the class as the embodiment of the 
Hallowe'en joke. Myra was sure of it. 

She was so sure of it that she omitted precautions 
in other directions. She reached for her mail with 
her customary voraciousness, although she had heard 
that jokes sometimes arrived in the shape of letters. 
She recklessly marched up to examine the bulletin 
board as often as she chanced to be in the neighbor- 
hood; and that, too, in spite of the rumor that moat 
grievous jibes had occasionally appeared there in pre- 
vious years and brought blushes^o unsophisticated 
freshman- cheeks. She dared to accept a sophomore's 
invitation to go for a bicycle ride into town. This 
was her undoing. For during her absence word 
flew from mouth to mouth that something was going 
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to happen at dinner. In a hastily summoned class 
meeting the freshmen were exhorted to avoid the 
dining-room that night even at the risk of utter star- 
vation ; for thus the dread joke would be likely to re- 
bound upon the wily sophomore heads. 

Myra rushing in rosy and bright-eyed from the 
frosty dusk just as the dinner gong was whirring 
through the corridors, knew nothing of the terrible 
danger before her confiding young feet Elinor 
darted to intercept her half a minute too late. 

Gaily she flitted down the long room and took her 
place behind her chair with only a passing wonder 
that she was the first one at the table. Something 
was lying beside her plate — an attractive roll of 
white paper tied with a green ribbon. Impulsively 
she picked it up^ loosened the knot, spread out the 
sheet, and — oh, misery of miseries I There in star- 
ing script she read, " The degree of A. R or Artless 
Baby is hereby conferred — " 

Myra glanced up with guilty swiftness* Every 
upperclass girl in sight was smiling at her, and there 
was not another freshman in the room. An un- 
touched diploma lay at each vacant seat It was the 
Hallowe'en joke. The victim, as she told Elinor 
afterward, felt exactly as if she had put on new 
winter flannels. However she was not the girl to 
turn coward before such agony. With the courage 
of a truly heroic freshman she gathered her pride to 
the rescue and laughed right merrily. She laughed 
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to herself and twinkled amusement toward attentive 
spectators till half her aoup had been choked down. 
Then a largfr^ouled junior in the vicinity was in- 
spired by indignant pity to invade her solitary state 
and invite her to suffer through the remainder of the 
meal at a table barren of a single exulting sophomore. 

That evening at the aheet-and-pillowcase party in 
the gymnasium the lamby clothed in a flannel jacket 
and lace hood, was presented by the juniors to the 
reluctant seniors. The hazel eyes of one particular 
little sheeted ghost, who was balancing herself on the 
horizontal bar while she munched her third slice of 
pumpkin pie, stared mournfully at the woolly cause 
of her immediate woe. She could never be happy 
again. She could never, never outlive the humilia- 
tion of having pranced on unsuspiciously to her fate, 
like the greenest of the green. The other freshmen 
had kept in hiding till the desperate soj^omores at 
last had tied the diplomas to the two hundred respec- 
tive doorknobs. Then the crafty ones emei^ng 
cautiously had seized their prizes and hastened with 
rejoicing to paste them in their memorabilia scrap- 
books. They had outwitted the enemy in the first 
great encounter of the year. 

But poor Myra ! Though there was no actual tear- 
stain on her imitation sheepskin when finally it re- 
posed upon its proper page, yet the green ribbon 
looked creased and rumpled as if handled by venge- 
ful fingers. She felt that she could never forgive the 
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sophomores for that hour of martyrdom at the table. 
Possibly she discovered that night how uneasy 
sleeps the brain that plotteth vengeance ; or perhaps 
the pumpkin pie had some share in the restlessness. 
At any rate the following morning found Myra 
gloomily gazing from the study window at an un- 
naturally early time. In the misty morning dusk 
she beheld two girls with the lamb in their arms come 
out of the front door and enter a buggy which was 
waiting under the porte-cochere. As they touched 
the horse to a gallop two other girls on bicycles 
dashed from a side entrance and started in pursuit. 
Myra was considerably comforted by the sight of the 
race down the avenue. She inferred that the two in 
the buggy were seniors intent upon disposing of their 
troublesome joke, while the two on wheels were 
juniors on guard to find out what was to be done 
with their gift. The crushed little freshman at the 
upper window laid up this incident in her memory 
until the next autumn, when the lamb again ap- 
peared upon the scene. 

Meanwhile she had trouble enough of her own. 
She became the author of the brilliant idea that the 
freshmen should wear green caps and gowns to the 
Sophomore Party in November. The class delight- 
edly adopted her plan, levied a tax of fifteen cents 
apiece, bought bolts of cheesecloth, and sacrificed one 
long beautiful precious Saturday afternoon to the 
making of the garments. 
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When at la&t they were finished, even while the 
ghosts of Monday's unstudied lessons began to loom 
threateningly out of the dusk and lay viselike fingers 
upon the evening hours, Lydia, as the president of 
the class, undertook to consult a senior in dead 
secrecy. Ah, the horror of her return from this in- 
terview! The prickly torment of the meeting that 
followed! Could Myra ever forget it? For the 
senior with a carefully repressed smile had given 
warning that the scheme was perfectly dreadful. It 
was contrary to all etiquette and precedent. It would 
cast a black and lengthening shadow over their entire 
career as a class. Everybody would be laughing at 
them, because — here she had hesitated in kindly 
endeavor to soften the pitiless blow — it was really 
the freshest thing she had ever heard of in her whole 
life. 

" Oh, you can laugh ! " fumed Miss Dickinson on 
the night of the party, as she tucked her green gown 
farther into her wardrobe comer and shook out her 
white silk with a zeal that was only three-quarters 
tender. " It wasn't your idea, Elinor. You're still 
young and happy. Nobody passes you with a sickly 
grin forty times a day. You have no need to go 
creeping through the corridors in terror of some kind 
friend popping out with, ' Do you feel as fresh and 
blooming as ever ? ' Actually I don't dare to ask a 
soul what she intends to wear this evening." 

" Girls ! " Lydia came sweeping in with a large 
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express parcel in her arms. " Here is my new gown 
just in time. Wasn't it the most fortmiate thing 
that we discovered our error before it was too late? 
I can never be sufficiently thankful that I thought of 
consulting that senior. Fancy our class attending 
the most formal social function of the year in green 
caps and gowns ! What an escape ! " 

" Yes, that's right Kick a fellow when he's 
down. Rub it in," muttered Myra rebelliously, ^* do 
a little massage while you are about it. I'm tough 
enough to stand all the blame and remorse you can 
spare. It was my idea, and it was appropriate and 
symbolical and delicately complimentary to the 
sophomore taste in colors, but, as you have mentioned 
so tactfully, what a horrible escape 1 What a — oh, 
oh, crackie ! — what a — a — an escape ! " 

Lydia surveyed her rebukingly. " It would have 
been an indelible blot in our class history, Myra. 
You fail to appreciate the seriousness of such a 
mistake. Our only hope lies in keeping the affair 
a profound secret. The girls have all been warned 
to hide every fragment of the stuff. If the sopho- 
mores heard of it, we could never live down the 
memory." 

" Oh," moaned Myra, and then added slowly, " Oh 
— crackie! How many sophomores are there? 
Two hundred freshmen have been just about as many 
as I could manage. I guess I'll go home." 

" Please, don't leave us until you have helped hook 
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me up at least this once more/' called Elinor from 
her doorway. 

" Let me." Euth appeared looking taller and 
thinner than ever in her best gown of figured dimity 
which was limp from many washings. 

" Oh, thank you ! You're a dear to come to the 
rescue," said Elinor with her most charming smile 
to conceal her first little quiver of repulsion at the 
prospect of being touched by somebody whom she 
disliked, " what a pretty frock that is of yours I I 
love little rosebuds sprinkled over a white ground." 

Ruth glanced down at her own faded skirt. 
" You know it is not pretty, Elinor," she said quietly, 
" you needn't be afraid of hurting my feelings. It 
is so wonderful just to be here at college — every 
morning I wake up and try to realize it — that some- 
how clothes do not matter. But," she looked up 
with the glint of the whimsical dimple at the comer 
of her mouth, " I enjoy the sight of other girls' 
clothes — yours, for instance, and Myra's. Ah, 
Lydia is ready." 

The freshman president stood in the center of the 
study with Myra revolving around her. " Behold ! 
She has twisted her hair high. Isn't it stunning! 
Those violets are absolutely right. You seem more 
like a statue than ever — only dressed up, of course. 
See those splendid marble shoulders! Dear Lydia, 
you do have the most beautiful arms, like the Venus 
of Milo." 



46 Elinor's College Career 

" Ho I the Venus of Milo ! " jeered Elinor, Her 
cheeks still flushed over Kuth's frankness, " that's 
the kind of artistic knowledge possessed by Miss 
Dickinson. The Venus of Milo ain't got any arms 
to speak of. Next thing you'll flatter me by saying 
that my head resembles that belonging to the Victory 
of Samothrace." 

Myra made a dive toward a pillow on the couch, 
but stopped midway. " Ah, well, I'm too busy to- 
night to bother about repartee, and this might knock 
your hair down. Elinor, you do look unutterably 
sweet I want to kiss the back of your neck. Ruth, 
did you ever see anyone lovelier ? " 

" 'Noy I never did," replied Ruth with such grave 
sincerity that the quick blood deepened Elinor's roses 
afresh, bringing with it a tiirob of unreasoning re- 
sentment. She did not want anybody except her own 
friends to admire her like that ; it seemed to lay upon 
her the burden of responding in some way or other. 
In the novel freedom of her college life Elinor was 
finding it easy to revolt against the rules and duties 
which had oppressed her childhood. She intended 
not to accept a single new obligation of any kind, let 
alone the troublesome claim implied in Ruth's at- 
titude. That girl must be taught her proper place. 

" Perhaps your opportunities," she began in a 
sweetly stinging tone and was going on to say, " have 
been extremely limited," when she was interrupted 
by the arrival of their sophomore escorts. For the 
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moment Ruth was saved the cruelty of being notified 
openly of the unfordable distance between the fas- 
tidious rearing of this cultivated flower and her own 
weedlike growth amid the ungracious surroundings 
of poverty. 

So Cinderella went happily to the ball. This was 
for the freshmen the first elaborate social event of 
the year. Intercourse so far had been of the easiest 
neighborliness in visiting one another for the sake 
of talking or eating or borrowing anything from a 
match to an unabridged lexicon. Acquaintances 
were readily made where all lived in close contact, 
passing in the halls a dozen times a day, sitting side 
by side in the classroom or at the table, playing on 
the same campus, riding to town in the same car. 

Before eight o'clock the stretch of curving walk 
from the main building to the gymnasium was 
thronged with fiitting light-gowned figures, filmy 
scarfs over their bare throats. Throwing aside their 
wraps in the lower rooms, the girls pressed on up the 
broad staircase to the large hall above. This hall, 
which had a stage at one end to be used by the drama- 
tic society for its more important perforpiances, was 
decorated to-night with Japanese lanterns and palms. 
Along the walls were divans heaped with pillows. 
Easy chairs waited invitingly in nooks, and rugs 
furnished cosy comers for unconventional resting, 
while the center of the floor was left clear for 
dancing. 
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During an intermission between dances Myra 
spied Elinor alone for the minute, and dodged im- 
petuously through the shifting crowd to pounce upon 
her. 

" Oh, did you see me ? '' she exclaimed exultingly, 
all a sparkle and a flutter from her curls to her 
slippers, " did you see me sitting beside her on that 
divan ? The most popular teacher in college, and the 
sophomores kept coming up to introduce their friends 1 
They envied me, I can tell you. Ruth sat on the 
other side and talked about the difference between a 
novel and a short story. She cares a lot for Miss 
Ewers. While we ate the ice cream the rug at our 
feet was covered with girls. Fve danced with the 
loveliest partners, and Prexie actually spoke to me 
and said he remembered my face. Oh, me ! " a sigh 
of ecstatic bliss, " I'm having the time of my life, 
and some of the girls say that this is the sweetest 
dress." 

" Hm-m," commented Elinor with the disputatious 
frankness that she saved for her best friends, " you've 
had the time of your life on seven distinct occasions 
already this year, and it is only November." 

" Oh, fiddle ! You're cross to-night. How do you 
expect me to see into the future ? Look, isn't it beau- 
tiful — light, color, music, a kaleidoscope — ^" 

" Sounds familiar," muttered the critic per- 
versely, " society colunm of the Sunday paper most 
likely. Now, if you'll only mention a few eiztras 
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like dainty refreshments, vndeflnwble duurm, the 
rosebud garden of girls, and so forth." 

"Well, I won't. You're blase enough to be a 
senior. I'm glad I'm not a granddaughter. Oh, 
there comes Miss Ewers. Doesn't she look like an 
inquisitive robin with that bright little face of her's 
and the red vest? She cocks her head to listen to 
tall Ruth. Ah ! " Myra drew a deep breath, 
" Elinor, just notice Ruth's eyes, will you ? I 
didn't know that she could care so much for any- 
body." 

" You mustn't stara Quick, turn toward me ! 
It — it isn't nice to watch people when they don't 
know you're looking. Pretend to be talking about 
something — anything — Trig Ceremonies, for in- 
stance." 

" But I don't know anything about Trig Cere- 
monies," protested Myra with unexpected meekness, 
for she felt the justice of the rebuke; "what are 
they ? " 

" My escort told me while we were waiting in line 
to be introduced to Lydia and the other president. 
Every year as soon as the sophomores finish the re- 
quired mathematics they give an original play. It 
is a local satire and makes fun of everybody, espe- 
cially the freshmen who are their successors to the 
miseries of trigonometry. It is written by a secret 
committee — why, not even the sophomores know 
who is on it except, of course, those who happen to 
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be appointed themselves. She says that they keep 
their ears open up to the last minute, and gather in 
every least scrap of an incident that can be turned 
into a joke against the freshmen. The success of 
the play depends upon its being a complete surprise." 

" Joke against the freshmen ! " echoed Myra ; " oh, 
crackie I " She fairly staggered into a convenient 
chair. " What if they find out about the green caps 
and gowns ? " 

" They won't," Elinor spoke soothingly, though 
in her heart she believed nothing more probable than 
such a catastrophe, particularly as many of the fresh- 
men had sophomore roommates, " our girls are surely 
too loyal to thrust another weapon of ridicule within 
reach of the enemy." 

" Oh, yes, yes, of course they are, and if they 
aren't, why, the class will never, never, never forgive 
treachery like that But just suppose someone lets 
it slip out unawares — it is awfully easy to talk 
anyhow — ^and all these hundreds and hundreds of 
girls mixed in together. The sophomores will worm 
the secret out of somebody or spy around for them- 
selves. If they see a smitch of green cheesecloth peek- 
ing out of a bureau drawer or anything! Now that 
I think of it there was something peculiar in the way 
sophomores looked at me this evening. Miss Ewers, 
too, — she acted as if she were ready to smile the 
minute my back was turned." 

**Myra Dickinson^ you ought to be ashamed of 
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yourself! That joke is ruining your character.'* 

" Is it ? What f u — , I mean, how interesting ! " 
She paused for one moment to contemplate this new 
and harrowing idea. " Ruth said that there is noth- 
ing vital about green gowns. Still, taken in connec- 
tion with my lacerated feelings — that's different 
again, don't you think? Green gowns may change 
my entire long life. Oh, Elinor, I can't sleep to- 
night till I know that ours are safe deep down in our 
trunks in the catacombs. Won't you go with me to 
hide them there after the party ? " 

"Wait till to-morrow. Think of those great 
empty rooms all dark and cold and horrid. You 
can't find your trunk, apyhow. One more night 
won't matter." 

" But I want to get it off my mind. Somebody 
might spy upon us if we go to-morrow. My escort 
said she was going down herself to hunt up old notes 
for tutoring. Do come now. Think how fascinat- 
ing to prowl around in the bowels of the earth at 
dead of night! Oh, I wouldn't give it up for any 
consideration." 

Elinor reluctantly agreed, chiefly because she was 
too tired to argue. When, with their bundles hidden 
under capes and shawls, they sped down the prison- 
like stairs to the whitewashed caverns below the main 
building, they found the biggest room dimly lighted 
by a solitary gasjet far away at the entrance to an- 
other inner room. The pale glow flickered over 
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desolate ranks of forsaken trunks, row behind row. 
Here and there a bit of metal glittered beyond the 
miniature chasms yawning downward to the dark 
floor in the spaces between. 

" Where in the world I " Myra propped herself dis- 
consolately against the nearest wall, " How can we 
possibly find anything in this wilderness ? I didn't 
know there were so many in the whole country. 
Ow ! " She sprang away from her support, rub- 
bing her shoulder. " That plaster is the chilliest 
dungeon species and strikes clear through this silk. 
I'm going to put on my green gown to keep warm — 
that's getting some good out of it, anyhow. I won- 
der who lighted that gas over there. This expedition 
is likely to spend the rest of the night in this delightr 
ful spot. Isn't it weird ? " 

" Don't use that poor overworked word. Every 
girl here runs it into the ground. What do you 
mean by weird ? " 

" Same as everybody else," answered Myra as she 
pranced from trunk to trunk, the tassel of her 
mortar-board cap flapping over one eye, " we can't all 
be like Ruth and treat words as if they were alive. 
She simply loves words, haven't you noticed? If 
she were here now, she would make up a poem im- 
mediately. She loves thrills and sunsets and books 
and people and — " 

" I hate gush," interrupted Elinor, with a frown 
at the recollection of Ruth's unconventional ecstasy 
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over any beauty from foliage to philosophy, " She be- 
haves as if she were the first person on earth who 
ever had thoughts and feelings. Listen ! I thought 
I heard a movement" 

" — and asparagus. She told me so, when I said 
that you loved it too and that's about the only thing 
you are ever greedy about, though I haven't seen you 
eat it yet You're so awfully afraid of showing that 
you care for anything. That's the difference between 
you and Ruth. You're both artistic temperaments, 
only hers is developed and yours is thwarted. En- 
vironment is three-fourths of life — same as conduct 
Matthew Arnold said that — ahem — I've been 
reading up for Monday's English. Isn't that 
funny ? " 

" Exceedingly. Where did your lively imagina- 
tion rake in that nonsense about Ruth and me? I 
shall never forgive you if you say we are alike. 
There never were two mortals more absolutely at op- 
posite poles. We don't even speak the same lan- 
guage. She lives in a different world. Come, 
hurry to find that trunk. I'm cold." 

" You didn't know I was intellectual, did you ? " 
cried Myra, pirouetting and bowing, her robe flutr 
tering in soft billows under her manipulations. 
" This is an intellectual danca I should certainly 
have gone on the stage. Oh, dear! Oh, dear! 
Wouldn't I have made a hit if I had really dared to 
wear it to the ball! Horrid old sophomores 1 
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Where, ah, where has my little trunk gone ? Where, 
oh, where can it be ? With its ends cut short and its 
sides left long — " 

" Maybe it is in the little room over there by the 
gasjet," broke in Elinor, who was beginning to 
shiver, " do hurry. I don't see anything of it in this 
half of the wilderness. You're wasting time, dear 
little A. B. Some sophomore may catch you if you 
don't watch out." 

" A. B. signifying Artless Baby," wailed Myra, 
" that is what did it all — blighted my fair young 
life. Oh, oh, oh! If the sophomores were only 
near enough now to feel the clutch of my vengeful 
fingers ! " 

There was a rustle in the room beyond, followed 
by the sound of a stifled giggle. Three sophomores 
came strolling through the door. They walked leisr 
urely down the broad aisle between the rows or 
trunks, and passed from sight 

Myra tottered into Elinor's arms. 



CHAPTER IV 

A MYSTERIOUS DISAPPEARANCE 

Through the open transom floated the trill of a 
birdlike voice preluding a wonderful song, shrill and 
sweet, to an accompaniment of energetic tripping to 
and fro, rustling of starched garments, and sundry 
creaking of window sashes and shades. 
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They told her not to worry, 

Nor sit up to cram. 
Nor feel a sense of hurry 

In taking her exam. 

And so she did not worry, 
Nor study hard, nor cram. 

Nor feel a sense of hurry — 
And she failed in her exam ! ^^ 



Ruth approaching in the corridor smiled whim- 
sically to herself at the sound of fluttering pages. 
She could imagine a book springing perversely shut 
as Elinor's flngers went traveling toward her ears. 
It was Elinor's voice with a peevish note in it that 
complained : 
' " Do please hush ! You've driven Ruth to the 
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library and Lydia to shredded wheat biscuit already. 
I've simply got to finish this reviewing before to- 
morrow. I don't dare to fail in this examination. 
You'd better do a little studying yourself. What 
did that strong-minded tutor of yours say last time ? " 

" ^ They told her not to worry,' " rang out perse- 
veringly, " ^ Nor sit up late to cram.' That's only 
P<^try, you understand. She really told me that I 
should have begun my worrying long before Thanks- 
giving. That's prose. She asked eight weeks ago 
if I wished to pass the midyears. When I acknowl- 
edged my willingness^ she said I couldn't possibly 
do it unless I studied hard all the rest of the time, 
gave up my two trips to New York, my visit to West 
Point, and my three guests for the December recep- 
tion. I reflected — " 

" Oh, yes, you reflected, and then assured her 
that you would omit one trip to the city, invite only 
one guest to the reception, and follow her advice in 
all other respects except that you could not under 
any consideration surrender the visit to West Point. 
You wondered why that strong-minded junior 
laughed." 

" She has no sympathy whatever, that person. 
Fancy her suggesting that I should study during the 
Holidays, when I went to a dance every night ex- 
cept Sunday. All my friends were home from col- 
lege, and we had larks, I can tell you. Heigho, 
Ruthie ! How's literature to-day ? " 
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" Thriving, thank you. The editoivin-chief of the 
Monthly has accepted my valentine verses for the 
February number. She has explained how I can 
qualify in order to be eligible for election on the edi- 
torial board next year. If I have a certain mini- 
mum number of lines printed before the date of the 
annual meeting, I shall stand a fair chance." 

" A fair chance I Don't talk to me I You — a 
fair chance ! Tou know very well it will be a regu- 
lar walk-over. What is the valentine ? " 

" It's a rondel, ^ Sincerely lift that sweet girl 
face — ' " 

"What? Why, the one dedicated to—" Here 
she caught a warning gesture from Elinor and swal- 
lowed back the name from the tip of her tongue. 
" Of course, it — it isn't addressed to any real per- 
son, is it? That might be embarrassing in print" 

" The title is ' To Charis.' That is the Greek 
word for charm, you know. The editor is afraid the 
publisher has no Greek type. It looks different in 
English — charis — charm, loveliness, grace." 

Elinor took care not to catch Myra's mischievous 
eye. " It's perfectly splendid for you to have a 
chance to be editor, Ruth. It's a big honor and you 
deserve it. Myra and I will come clamoring for 
recognition at your door some day." 

Ruth's strange light eyes dwelt wonderingly upon 
her. " You're different from anybody else I ever 
met, Elinor, You're always saying things you don't 
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mean, and yet somehow it seems all right It's 
mighty sweet of you anyway. As for the editorship, 
I'll win if I possibly can. I've wanted it ever since 
I first saw the college monthly. I'd far rather be 
editor than on the honor list." 

" Aiai ! " shrieked Myra suddenly with a wild 
sweep of her feather duster across the bookcase, 
" that's a Latin wail of woe, as you doubtless proba- 
bly know. Aiai ! Eheu I That's also Latin, from 
Horace's odes — ahem. Oimoi, oimoi I The last 
expletive is Greek. Aiai ! examinations are coming. 
If I flunk, I can never be on the honor list, me my- 
self. Eheu, oimoi, aiai, alas, woe, woe is me, woe 
is me! 

' They told her not to worry. 
Nor sit up late to cram, 
Nor feel a sense of hurry — ^ " 

Euth fled in one direction and Elinor in another. 

The following day was the Sunday before exami- 
nation week. After supper Myra and Elinor, with 
arms intertwined, were strolling up and down the 
corridor while awaiting the hour for Bible lecture. 
In passing a large bare room, where on other even- 
ings the girls spent this half hour before seven o'clock 
in dancing, they spied a group of freshmen besieging 
a sophomore with questions. 

" Do they give originals ? " 

" Do they ask principal parts ? " 
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" Are you really sent home if you flunk ? " 

" How do we know we've been studying right or if 
we shan't forget everything we ever learned the min- 
ute we see the questions ? " 

" Oh, you can laugh ! " 

" I beg your pardon, girls, but it does sound funny, 
especially when I remember that we worried like this 
last year; and it wasn't so bad after all. By the 
way, I hear that somebody in your class went to the 
lady principal last Friday to ask permission to at- 
tend a recital in town. When Mrs. Vernon said, 
^ Before I answer definitely, I must inquire about 
your record of work,' the freshman promptly van- 
ished with a terrified, ' Please don't trouble yourself 
about it' " 

Myra tried to look unconscious, while Elinor 
straightened her mouth from its delighted twitch 
over this not unfamiliar episode to murmur : 

" ' They told her not to worry — ' " 

Myra tweaked her elbow. " ^ And she failed in 
her exam.' Now, hush! Suppose she did! We're 
young yet." 

" I intend to go through this college if it takes till 
I'm thirty," declared some one. 

A plump young woman on the piano stool began 
to bemoan her miseries in a thin voice that sounded 
ludicrously out of kinship with her generous curves. 
If she were sent home, no, indeed, she would not go 
back where everybody knew her and would inquire 
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why she had left in the middle of the year. She 
would go to her aunt out West and stay, or else she 
would take a position somewhere as a waitress or 
something. But she would never, never, never go 
home to her family in disgrace I 

" Where's the disgrace ? " demanded Myra pug- 
naciously, " boys don't mind if the faculty happen 
to ask them questions they can't answer. Girls are 
too goody-goody. I don't care a rap whether I flunk 
or not" 

The sophomore's quizzical glance caught a snap 
from the hazel eyes. The strong-minded tutor hap- 
pened to be a friend of hers. That Miss Offitt — ■ 
as exquisite as a windflower, wasn't she ? though she 
had dark shadows under her lashes to-night — ought 
to persuade Myra Dickinson to study at least half 
the time. Perhaps that set of girls in the fourth 
south firewall had not yet heard the traditional 
rhyme: 

Pour little freshmen happy as could be 1 

One flunked in mathematics — then there were three. 

Monday dawned peacefully with snow powdering 
the dark evergreens and resting soft and deep upon 
the ledges. Preshmen filled their fountain pens, and 
quaking inwardly walked to the hall in which the 
examinations were to be held. When the slips of 
printed questions were distributed, Ruth seized one 
almost roughly and bent to work. Lydia, whose 
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training in a fashionable school had not been emi- 
nently severe, glanced rapidly over the paper before 
proceeding with her customary self-confidence. El- 
inor secure in her thorough preparation had carried 
the first semester's lessons with ease, and now set 
about her answers with practised calm. And Myra ? 
Myra scribbled swiftly in blissful ignorance that 
silence is golden — particularly in those painful sit- 
uations where the silver speech happens to have no 
pertinent value. 

Myra was one of the first to hand in her paper, 
and although in comparing memories of her replies 
she was aasailed by a few stray misgivings, she suf- 
fered no inconvenient alarm. The next day, how- 
ever, in accordance with a hint from Elinor, she 
spent greater care upon her answers. The following 
evening she even studied a little in anticipation of 
mathematics. On the night before the final day of 
trial, Lydia awoke at two o'clock to find a light in 
Myra's room. At sound of her protest, Myra let go 
of her hair long enough to explain nonchalantly that 
she was merely glancing over the rules of indirect 
discourse. Lydia magnanimously forbore to com- 
ment on the difference between reviewing and cram- 
ming, which was learning something never known 
before. 

Nobody was surprised that Saturday morning's 
mail brought two little unstamped notes to Miss 
Myra Dickinson. Elinor gazed carefully in another 
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direction when Myra came tripping in and spied the 
square bits of white conspicuous on her desk. Ruth 
burying her near-sighted attention farther in her 
book pretended to be oblivious of the sudden pause 
of footsteps, 

" Only two ! " cried Myra's voice after a queer 
catch of the breath. She snatched them up and 
waving them aloft ran into the corridor. 

" Ho, everybody I I got two — look at here ! 
How many did you get ? " 

There was a frou-frou of skirts) and tapping of 
heels and one or two astonished giggles and puzzled 
half-admiring oh's, as a background for a high- 
pitched, " Girls, it isn't anything to be ashamed of. 
Boys never care. I am going to keep them for my 
memory-bill." 

While Elinor and Ruth were still listening in dis- 
may, Lydia came sweeping into the disturbed neigh- 
borhood and in scandalized haste hustled Myra back 
to the seclusion of the study. 

" But it isn't anything to be ashamed of," she 
persisted defiantly, her cheeks very red, her eyes un- 
naturally shining, her fingers tearing the envelopes 
into strips. " It's a good joke." She swallowed this 
time unmistakably. " Some of the brightest girls 
in the class flunked in ' math.' " 

" The brightest girls — some of them — are the 
very ones who think they can get along without study- 
ing," said Lydia as she opened her notebook to jot 
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down an item concerning the manual labor of written 
examinations. " Your standing out in the alleyway 
like thatj and calling to the passera-by, will give a 
poor reputation to our firewall. Apparently you 
have derived your ideals of life here from decidedly 
young gentlemen who are sent to college simply be- 
cause their fathers have been there before them." 

" My case exactly," broke in Elinor, " now don^t 
you jump on Myra any more. Girls as a general 
thing do worry too much and care unreasonably about 
insignificant points. Marks don't matter. The 
most talented senior in the class failed in trigonom- 
etry three times running. The other day when I 
happened to say that the girls looked tired, that hard- 
working Miss Ray drawled out, ' Aren't they always 
tired ? ' Indeed I do believe they are inclined to 
be over-conscientious in this place. Don't you agree 
with me, Euth ? " 

A laugh twinkled in the depths of Ruth's gaze. 
" I wish I could, Elinor," she said, " especially about 
'math.' I expect to fail in ^trig' six times run- 
ning. But marks do count. They aren't arbitrary 
symbols here, you know. They are indications of 
how faithfully we work. Oh, Elinor, just think of 
the hundreds and hundreds of girls who are longing 
for college, hungering and thirsting for the chances 
some of us are throwing away. It is treacherous, 
it is wicked — ^" 

Elinor sprang to her feet, with one imperious hand 
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uplifted, before she remembered her mamiers and 
walked quickly toward her own room. Ruth had 
not seen the gesture for at the moment she was turn- 
ing toward Myra in response to an amazed little cry : 
" Why, Ruthie, I thought you liked me I " 

" I do, I do I " She jumped up in distress and 
reached out to give her an impulsive hug of contri- 
tion. " I love you dearly, Myra, but I've got to 
tell the truth when I'm asked. It isn't honest to 
slight our work. You know it yourself. If we will 
not work, we have no right to stay here. It is bet- 
ter — far better — to go." 

Myra opened her mouth once and closed it, then 
opened it again : " Cr-crackie, Ruth ! Do you want 
to get rid of me as much as all that? Well, I tell 
you what: we'll all four go to the gym for a game 
of tennis this morning, because there are no lessons 
till Monday. See how it rains I The ice is flooded 
and the trees writhe beautifully. Hurry along. 
Maybe this is your last chance to play with me, 
Ruthie." 

T^or the rest of the day Myra seemed possessed 
of the spirit of -the storm. She danced through the 
rain, skipping and whirling, and romped through a 
mad game of tennis. At luncheon she kept the table 
in a gale with a stream of utterly ridiculous remarks. 
After a restless afternoon occupied by an aimless 
tossing about of clothes in her wardrobe, she sat 
rather pale and quiet through dinner. The evening 
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"Was spent in a neighboring study, where a box of 
good things to eat had arrived that morning. All 
the students were weary after the strain of the week. 
Ten o'clock found lights out behind the dark tran- 
soms and squares of pallid windows that stared out 
upon the deserted corridors. 

At midnight Elinor, who slept lightly, fancied that 
she heard a muffled footfall in the study and a queer 
choking sound that startled her upright, wide awake. 
She listened. There was no sound except the faint 
tapping of a branch of wistaria blown against her 
windowpane. A few hours later she awoke again, 
insistently troubled by a feeling that something had 
happened to Myra. 

She lay for a minute, straining her ears to catch 
the soft gnawing of a mouse in their pantry under 
the windowseat in the study. Suddenly the gnaw- 
ing ceased and four tiny pam scurried across a bare 
space beside the rug. There was a thud of someone 
jumping with bare feet upon the floor. Quick steps 
passed from room to room; then silence; then the 
spurt of a match, a flare of gas, and Ruth like a tall 
wild-haired ghost in the doorway. 

" Myra's gone." 

Elinor stared at her in dazed silence for five sec- 
onds, before bounding out of bed, throwing her bath- 
robe around her, sliding into her slippers, and dart- 
ing into the other inside room. Myra was gone. 
The coverings looked as if tossed hastily over the 
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footboard. A little silk nightcap lay on the dented 
pillow. Empty stockings dangled over the back of a 
chair where her shirtwaist was hanging neatly, as 
Elinor had taught her. Her shoes lay disconsolately 
upset underneath. Her bathrobe swung motionlese 
from its proper hook. 

" It is exceedingly foolish to worry," said Lydia 
as she dressed in distinctly uncharacteristic haste. 
" Perhaps she woke up hungry and has gone to hunt 
up something to eat from the other girls. Does 
either of you know if there is insanity in her family ? 
Three years ago on the night of the great blizzard 
a freshman who was threatened with expulsion for 
certain acts of disobedience left in a hurry like this 
and was almost frozen to death. Another student 
who failed in the midyears tried to take poison. I 
heard reports of a kleptomaniac who turned on the 
gas because she feared detection. Does it smell 
queer in there ? " 

Elinor laughed hysterically. " Nothing but vio- 
lets — -we each received a cluster at the spread — 
and just a sniff of cheese. Don't you smell it ? She 
saved part of her slice for to-day. Oh, oh, oh I where 
has she gone without her clothes or anything ? " 

Then the search began. Before dawn the entire 
institution was roused to excitement. Every build- 
ing was being explored more or less thoroughly. 
Telephone messages to town brought information that 
no student had left on any train during the night. 
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Girls gathered whispering in alcoves and recesses. 
Highly colored rumors of Myra's conduct over her 
flunk notes were mingled wonderfully with reports 
of her fun-loving speeches and hints of her connec- 
tion with the ill-starred green gowns. One morbid 
special put on her bathing suit and dragged the 
swimming-tank in the twilight of the winter morn- 
ing. 

There was tender steak, as usual, for Sunday 
breakfast, and Saratoga chips hot and crisp, and 
bread speckled with raisins. Somehow every mouth- 
ful choked Elinor, and the cocoa seemed to scorch her 
throat. After a few minutes of making a pretense 
to eat, she returned to the study. Euth overtook her 
in the alleyway. 

" Elinor, you musn^t look like that. It breaks 
my heart. She will be brought back safe and well. 
Nothing dreadful could possibly have happened and 
left no trace. A detective is expected at once. The 
idea of a kidnapping is ridiculous. The fault — " 

" The fault is yours ! " Elinor flung back her 
head, her hands clenched at her sides. " You made 
her desperate. You said she was treacherous and 
wicked, and it was better for her to go. Now she is 
gone — lost — in the storm. Hear the sleet beat 
against the window. You are to blame — you — 
you ! " 

" There's Miss Offitt I " A group of girls flut- 
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tered into the alleyway. " Any news yet? Isn't it 
the strangest circumstance ! " 

" She was the cutest, brightest girl in the class. 
We all loved her dearly, and of course she'll be found 
ultimately. When I lived in Denver a little boy 
next door was lost, and they discovered him in the 
river. Oh, I want to bite my tongue out" 

" Of course she'll turn up safe and sound. Trust 
Myra Dickinson to fall on her feet every time," 
broke in another hastily to cover the disastrous anec- 
dote, as Elinor twisted the knob of the study door. 

" It's the most mysterious disappearance I " ex- 
claimed a third, " to vanish — " 

Then Myra opened the door from the inside. 

" What's the row ? " she inquired, involuntarily 
taking a step backward before the volley of oh's and 
ah's and where's and how's and oh-my-goodness-me's. 

When the full horror of the affair dawned upon 
her, the round face froze into an expression of abso- 
lutely blank dismay for the space of half a minute. 
Then abruptly with an odd stifled moan of ecstasy, 
she sank to the floor, buried her head in her arms, 
and shook. 

" Oh, girls, what a joke ! I only overslept I fell 
asleep away back in a comer of my wardrobe and 
never heard the rising bell or anything. Oh, girls, 
isn't it the biggest joke that ever happened ! Prexie 
and the Doctor and everybody hunting for me, you 
say ? And a detective ? A detective ! Oh, girls, I 
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shall die ! Make me stop laughing, somebody, quick I 
I am breaking in two. Oh, girls I " 

And though probably more than one freshman sus- 
pected the truth, nobody except Elinor was ever told 
how Myra had crept into the wardrobe to smother 
her sobbing over the two little flunk notes. 



CHAPTER Vi 

BEING A GENIUS 

" Prexie wants to see you in the office, Myra/* 
said Elinor as she entered the study on the afternoon 
of Washington's Birthday, " here's the note I found 
pinned under your engaged sign. Isn't Ruth here, 
or Lydia? I never knew you to use a sign all by 
yourself before. Such industry is shocking. Or if 
Prexie doesn't ask to see you at present he very 
likely will some day." 

"Well, what have I done now?" complained 
Myra, reaching for the bit of paper. Elinor pre- 
tended that she had not observed her startled jump 
at the opening of the door or the guilty haste with 
which she had cleared away the writing on her desk. 

" Oh, it isn't from Prexie at all, you mean girl I 
It is from a freshman who wishes to borrow my long 
cape to wear to the ball to-night. She's going as a 
witch. You were cruel to scare me so. I thought 
maybe Prexie had found out who hung that declara- 
tion of rights on the blackboard in Latin this morn- 
ing. The faculty haven't any business to deprive us 
of a holiday like this. Still, I'm getting tired of be- 
ing called up for interviews. Our corridor warden 

70 
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is forever reasoning with me about disturbances — 
and she only a junior herself. Mrs. Vernon was 
mighty hard to manage about my going to New York 
without permission. I hate to bother with chaperons 
anywhere. Miss Ewers warned me that my English 
wasn't up to the scratch. In fact, that is what occu- 
pies me this afternoon. I'm — writing." 

" Don't ! " Under her chaflSng manner Elinor re- 
garded Myra keenly, for this speech did not ring 
with her usual frankness. " If you turn literary, 
too, I shall certainly pack up and leave. One genius 
in the family is just about my limit. Beware! 
Ruth hasn't any digestion. She hasn't any friends 
in particular, unless you count Miss Ewers." 

" Of course, she's only a faculty but she isn't very 
old yet. I believe she's about twenty-five and stran- 
gers take her for a student. When Ruth feels blue, 
she looks older than Miss Ewers. Ruth worried 
terribly about what she said to me before I disap- 
peared." 

" Indeed ? " Elinor began to snip impatiently at 
strips of white paper which were to serve as rufFs 
and cuffs for their colonial costumes that evening. 
" I apologized for blaming her, and what do you 
suppose she answered? She said that she knew I 
tried to be sorry because I thought I ought to. 
Gracious, wasn't it? She is the crudest person I 
ever had the misfortune to meet." 

" You behave friendly enough." 
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" Oh, yes, we get along. It is easy to act sweet 
and say pleasant things, but, oh, dear! I am so 
tired of feeling cross inside all the time. People 
say marriage is a discipline, and that is living with 
just one person; while here there are four of us 
jostled in tc^ther through the winter. I shall have 
nervous prostration before June." 

Myra's expression of alarm changed to bright in- 
terest as her glance fell upon the packet of notes in 
one pigeonhole and then sought the carefully scrib- 
bled sheet on her pad. " What you need is excite- 
ment. This is an awfully monotonous place. I 
heard a graduate fellow say so. We live from mail 
to meal — sleep, eat, exercise, work, rest No 
wonder you long for thrills ! We ought to brace up 
and make things happen. Haven't you read how re- 
porters when news is scarce manufacture something ? 
They get robbed or murdered or commit a crime or 
arrange an accident I'd love to write for the pa- 
pers, as Ruth does. Why, I'd be willing to corre- 
spond without any pay." 

Elinor sniffed. " Prexie says the college receives 
gratis all the notoriety it can assimilate." 

" Ye-es^" the hazel eyes again lingered affection- 
ately upon the pad, " but publicity is different from 
notoriety, don't you think ? President Roosevelt be- 
lieves in publicity; and I'm a republican. It seems 
to me," she mused, " that he would not have deprived 
us of a holiday on Washington's Birthday. The 



Being a Genius 73 

faculty ought to be taught a lesson in patriotism." 
The seniors evidently held a similar opinion, for 
they marched to dinner that evening in the guise of 
a funeral procession. A rumor of the plan spread 
through the other classes and caused them to assem- 
ble at the door of the great dining-room. After the 
gong had ceased its clangor, far away strains of Auld 
Lang Syne sounded down the main, corridor. 
Louder and clearer swelled the music above the tread 
of footsteps rhythmically in measure. Tiny flames 
twinkled out in the dusky tunnel and moved nearer 
two by two, till in the brighter illumination of the 
central hall advanced a long array of figures draped 
in black, each one bearing a candle in her hand. 
Some were dressed as veiled nuns, and some aa 
hooded monks, and some wore scholars* caps and 
gowns. Aloft above their downcast heads was reared 
a banner inscribed with the words : " In memoriam. 
In memory of the memory of G. W., slain by the 
faculty February 22, 190-.** 

Myra, who wore her gymnasium suit and Lydia's 
best jacket turned inside out, watched and listened 
with such zealous attention that she almost missed 
enjoying the scene. Now and then she scrawled a 
word or two on her paper rufiles. Elinor was 
dressed in the dovelike costume of Priscilla, Pow- 
der and patches, kerchiefs and curls, transformed 
plain girls into pretty ones and pretty ones into beau- 
ties. Lydia was a magnificent dame in flowing silk, 
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with her own great-grandmother's silver comb in her 
whitened hair. Ruth in a prim gingham, with steel- 
bowed spectacles insecurely perched upon her nose 
displayed unsuspected ability to act the part of 
Myra's fussy old aunt from the country. The roll- 
ing of her eyeballs, the fidgety twitches of her elbowB, 
and her shocked shrieks over finding her nepheVs 
arm around Priscilla's waist> kept the tableful in a 
twitter. Lydia's indulgent, " Ah, my dear madam, 
but boys will be boys ! " sent Elinor sliding out of 
her seat in helpless laughter. 

Her cavalier dragged her tenderly into an upright 
position. " Sweetest, adorable Priscilla, I love you 
to distraction, even maudlin as you are! But pray, 
pray, drop your tears of joy on the other side be- 
cause this satin lining belongs to Lydia, Say ! " in 
a whisper with a quick c|iange of manner, " Ruth's 
a dandy, isn't she? What fun she'd have been if 
she'd had half a chance as a youngster! I wish I 
could write a story about her." 

" That cacoethes scribendi is certainly catching ! " 
sighed Elinor, " well, I observe that you have your 
other cuff still blank for notes of her conversation." 
Then she laughed mischievously at Myra's guilty 
start of dismay over this proof that others had no- 
ticed her scribbling. 

After Chapel services, the girls hurried away to 
the dancing hall in the gymnasium. George and 
Martha Washington received their guests — George 
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bowing his stately head beside fat little Martha. 
There were periwigged gentlemen, short-waisted la- 
dies, plump girls with frocks slipping from rounded 
shoulders ; there were witches with peaked caps above 
their wide ruffs, and new brooms under their red 
cloaks. There were a dozen imps in butterfly skirts 
of scarlet tarletan; there were soldiers and Indians 
and sooty-faced slaves whirling amicably together in 
modem waltzes or gliding through an old-time min- 
uet 

When the refreshments of popcorn balls were dis- 
pensed by a bevy of ridiculous darkeys, Myra re- 
membered that her latest good resolution was against 
eating between meals — and anyhow she did not care 
much for popcorn. While the rest were feasting, 
she wandered upon the stage to examine the assem- 
bled curios. The famous cherry tree was represented 
by an evergreen twig conspicuously labelled. There 
was a gun described as the identical weapon with 
which George shot the robin in the cherry tree. A 
table in the foreground was adorned with a piece of 
Martha's wedding cake, a snow-shoe which had be- 
longed to Pocahontas, the first pair of skates used 
on the Hudson by Peter Stuyvesant, socks worn by 
Arnold at the age of three, and the actual cigar which 
Andre had been smoking at the time of his arrest. 
The sight of a baby's shoe half hidden by a placard 
which declared it to be the property of the first ool- 
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lege granddaughter sent Myra^B gaze roving over the 
hall in search of Elinor. 

Ah, there she was sitting on the steps that led to 
the stage dressing-room. With a popcorn ball in 
each hand — how greedy! Had she seen the shoe 
yet ? Myra slipping through the wings to reach the 
steps by a short cut wasted a moment to smirk at 
her gentlemanly self in a cracked mirror. A care- 
less sweep of her arm as she bent closer brushed oflf 
a powder-box from the dressing-table. When she 
stooped to pick it up, she caught a glimpse of a torn 
sheet of paper on a broken-legged chair. Though 
this was by no means the only tattered bit of paper 
in that littered greenroom, it was bigger than the 
others and lay there in such an untidy blur against 
the shadows that Myra half automatically crumpled 
it in her hand. 

After she had groped her way to the door and 
emerged into the light, she found that Elinor had 
been captured to meet the guest of the evening, an 
author who had lectured before the college historical 
society that afternoon. While awaiting her release, 
Myra absently smoothed out the sheet in her hand 
and glanced over the writing. 

"Wedding of Sophie Moore to Professor Geo. 
Metry. (Symbolical of the election of mathematics 
by the class.) I, Sophie Moore, take you, Geo. 
Metry, for better and for worse, through exams and 
crams, and ex and gym, and Bible lectures and 
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Chapel exhortations, and rice pudding and tomb- 
stone, and written quizzes and essays, and — " Here 
the page had been torn in two and apparently tossed 
aside. 

" Tombstone," repeated Myra idly, " that's the 
Bavarian cream which we have for dinner on Tues- 
day. Sophie Moore — who's she, I wonder. Sophie 
Moore — ah, I see. Sophomore, of course ! Geo. 
Metry — geometry 1 Oh, crackie 1 This is their se- 
cret This is part of Trig Ceremonies. Somebody 
said they had begun to rehearse here. A wedding! 
That's the secret. A wedding between the class and 
the mathematical department — that is the theme of 
the play. The success of the Ceremonies depends 
upon a complete surprise, does it? And — and — 
and I haven't quite forgotten Hallowe'en. Ah-h-h- 
aha ! " 

" Myra Dickinson ! " One of the imps in scarlet 
tarletan darted up to her. " Remember the chari- 
vari at eleven. The girls will bring combs and horns 
and bells and tin pans. Some of them have backed 
out but there'll be ten n^how. Won't the seniors 
be delighted to hear us serenading the faculty houses ! 
Lesson number two in patriotism ! Those white- 
cap notes — " 

" Hush ! " Myra clapped a hand over the unwary 
mouth and dragged its owner into the dance, for she 
saw Elinor approaching. Elinor did not approve of 
this particular freshman and her band of harum- 
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scarum followers, and she had warned Myra againet 
being drawn into their ranks. They had almost 
quarreled over this, Myra charging Elinor with being 
undemocratic and hypercritical, and anyhow a girl 
needed some fun to balance the extra studying which 
had been necessary since the midyears. 

For the remainder of the evening Myra avoided 
Elinor, who was sufficiently offended by such neglect 
to assume indifference. She sought Ruth who was 
standing happily in a comer, looking on, and made 
herself exceptionally charming till good-night time. 
Some minutes before that, Myra and most of the red 
imps had vanished from the ball room. 

Shortly after eleven o'clock the sound of an ap- 
palling uproar traveled through the night from the 
direction of faculty row. When the jangling of 
bells, tooting of horns, clattering of pans, and squeak- 
ing of combs had subsided, and the students, some 
laughing, some scolding, had gone back to sleep, Myra 
stole quietly into the study. Elinor heard her but 
gave no sign. An hour later she awoke from an un- 
easy nap, crept to her portiere, peered through and 
saw Myra scribbling away in a fury of composition. 
Presently the scratching of the pen ceased, and steps 
tiptoed into the corridor. In twenty minutes or so 
she re-entered the room, turned out the gas, and slid 
noiselessly to bed. 

At breakfast the college was ringing with reports 
of the freshman charivari at faculty row. At noon 
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a rumor spread that anonymous notes written in the 
style of the white-caps and threatening all sorts of 
ridiculous retribution for the loss of the holiday had 
been slipped under the door of every teacher and 
professor living in the dormitories. At dinner the 
news flew from table to table that the Trig Cere- 
monies would surely take place the following night. 

Myra who had been strangely studious and retiring 
all day — perhaps also somewhat drowsy — brightr 
ened to hilarity for the rest of the evening. The 
next morning she was still in a wild mood of gayety. 
During luncheon she grew pensive, absently piling 
half a butterball on each tiny oyster cracker and 
dreamily shaking pepper into her oyster-stew, till 
Elinor caught her wrist in horror at such indiscre- 
tion. Before the last spoonful of her applesauce 
had vanished she became so alarmingly silent that 
Euth eyed her askance and Elinor inquired if she 
had a headache or anything. 

" Oh, no ! " she answered quickly, and then 
stopped herself to touch her suddenly corrugated 
brow an^mutter that possibly she did feel a weeny 
ache coming on, and anyhow she did not care to go 
to town that afternoon, as had been proposed. 
Even the erstwhile irresistible bribe of pistachio ice- 
cream at their favorite restaurant failed to win her 
acceptance. Finding her obdurate, Elinor departed 
to do her shopping alone^ Lydia withdrew to a com- 
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mittee meeting, and Ruth disappeared in the direc- 
tion of the library. 

For a few moments after being left in solitude, 
Myra kept up her pretense of studying. Perhaps 
one of the girls might have forgotten something and 
be coming back to interrupt. No footfall broke the 
quiet of the alleyway. Myra drew a long breath of 
relief, threw aside her book, and walking to the couch 
stealthily extricated a newspaper from its hiding- 
place amid the pillows. Upon her return from 
luncheon she had spied it lying among the rest of the 
noon mail on the center table, and she had hastily 
thrust it out of sight She wanted to be alone when 
she read it first. 

To judge from the expression of awed pride and 
the blissful incredulous smile that quivered about 
her lips, the article sounded even more beautiful in 
print than in writing. To be sure, the editor had 
clipped some of her sentences and added more vivid 
color to incidents here and there, but the result was 
still a delight and a joy to an author's heart. 
Wouldn't the girls be excited when they saw it! 
Doubtless the regular college copy was already being 
doubled over its holder in the reading-room. Her 
boy friends would be mightily interested too, and 
could never again sneer over the mild lemonade fun 
that girls had together. She hoped that she could 
make her next article quite as thrilling. Of course 
it would be about Trig Ceremonies. 
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Ah ! in the beatitude of actually being a successful 
writer, she was forgetting her scheme of inflicting 
vengeance upon the sophomores. No wonder geni- 
uses like Ruth were occasionally absent-minded! 
she must surely attend to this episode of the fresh- 
man revenge at once, for she would need to use it in 
her article. Perhaps she could also bring in a really 
pathetic account of the Hallowe'en cruelty. 

The peace of Saturday afternoon was brooding 
over the deserted corridors, when a nimble young 
person stole down to the bulletin board on the second 
floor and posted a placard with cautious speed. 
After one fond lingering exultant glance flung back 
over her shoulder at the staring black letters outlined 
in red ink, she fled from the scene. 

Three minutes later a little figure wearing a scar- 
let coat and woolly tam-o'shanter sped down the 
stairs in the most distant section of the building. 
Out over the winding paths between high walls of 
snow she hurried skipping and swinging her arms 
in reckless disregard for a judicious conservation of 
energy. A sociable dog crouching at the Lodge gates 
responded with yelping Joy to her invitation to race. 
Away they scampered along the hedge to the pines, 
where half-a-dozen freshmen conscientiously taking 
a walk paused to laugh at the pranks of the rollicking 
pair. When Myra sprang to reach the boughs bend- 
ing overhead and shook the fluffy white burden down 
into their protesting faces, they started to pursue her, 
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on vengeance intent. But ploughing through the 
deep snow she taunted them to follow from the safely 
trodden way. Then up through the orchard and out 
upon Sunset Hill she skimmed gleefully. There 
under the evergreens, with the wide white world 
spread below her, she bubbled over with singing and 
shouting and sweet high-pitched yodeling that made 
the small dog sit up on his haunches in dismay and 
join in with a howl. It was probably the best he 
could do in howls, and doubtless answered its pur- 
pose ; for Myra doubled up and dropped on a snowy 
bench to giggle to her heart's content, before trotting 
back, breathless and rosy and eager, with dancing 
eyes and dimpling mouth, to the triumph that she 
knew must surely by this time be awaiting her in 
front of the bulletin board. 

Upon reaching the building she was smitten by an 
extraordinary attack of shyness at thought of the re- 
joicing and congratulation about to shower upon her. 
She could almost feel the hearty kisses, the clutch of 
arms around her neck, the enthusiastic pats. She 
could almost hear them say that Myra Dickinson was 
bright enough even if she had flunked in Latin and 
* math.' Very likely they would give her a vote of 
thanks from the class for so brilliantly rescuing them 
from utter discomfiture before the enemy. Blushing 
in anticipation Myra slipped in at a side door and 
stole up the narrow stairs of the transverse. At the 
second floor she could not forbear to peek around the 
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comer in the direction of the bulletin board. Yes, 
there certainly was a crowd of girls gathered before 
it. 

Myra crept light-footed up to the fourth story, 
tweaked her tam straight^ brushed the quiver from 
her happy lips, tried to drive the delighted twinkle 
from her eyes — and marched down the corridor. 
At the window opposite their alleyway Lydia was 
standing in the center of an excited group of fresh- 
men. The little figure in red sauntered nonchalantly 
up to it. 

" Isn't it the most disgraceful thing ! " exclaimed 
someone. 

Lydia spoke in a voice rather deeper and more 
quick-toned than usual. "You say that there is a 
notice posted on the bulletin board, telling the main 
secret of the Trig Ceremonies, and that everybody 
suspects our class of having done it ? '' 

" Yes, and isn't it the most underhanded thing to 
find out a secret and then publish it anonymously like 
that? That person, whoever she may be, had no 
right even to know it, let alone tell it" 

" The juniors are going to call a meeting to dis- 
claim having any hand in the affair. The seniors 
will probably do the same. The freshmen of course 
are the most natural suspects because the Ceremonies 
are directed chiefly against us. If we don't follow 
the example of the other classes, they will be sure we 
did it. Isn't it perfectly horrible 1 Prexie says it 
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is the mo6t dishonorable deed ever oommitted in this 
college." 

Here fair-minded Lydia protested in the name of 
common sense. " Prexie has just returned from 
New York fifteen minutes ago, girls, and he isn't 
likely to have heard a word about it yet I passed 
him in the vestibule and he looked too anxious and 
angry over more important matters to trouble con- 
cerning this right away. However that does not 
alter our difficulty. I cannot believe that any fresh- 
man has had the tip of a finger in this outrage. We 
certainly do not wish to be mixed up in such a scan- 
dal. I shall summon a meeting — " 

" And pass resolutions,'^ broke in another, " Call 
the roll and deny it by name. We could pledge our^ 
selves to assist in detecting the criminal." 

" Coward ! To watch the blame falling on us ! " 

" A sneak 1 That's what she is ! A sneak and a 
spy and a thief ! I can't believe that a freshman did 
it Ostracism would be too good for her. Expul- 
sion — " 

" Myra ! Lydia ! Quick ! " Elinor came flying 
down the corridor in a passion of excitement that had 
broken down the barriers of her usual reserve. 
" Girls, have you seen the paper ? It's all over town. 
The newsboys are crying it on the comers. It's an 
article about Washington's Birthday — the rebellion 
against being deprived of a holiday, the funeral pro- 
cession, the charivari, the white-cap notes, every- 
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thing! It's cooked up — colored in the yellowest 
way — the most sensational — it gives an impression 
of us — of the college — oh, such a shameful untrue 
impression 1 Prexie is almost down sick over it. 
He has sent for Ruth. That's the paper which she 
writes for. I saw her going into the oflSce. Lydia, 
what shall we do ? She will be exp — " 

Then Elinor caught sight of Myra's face. " Oh 1 " 
she moaned, flinging out her hands helplessly, " oh, 
oh, oh, Myra ! " 

" Yes," said Myra, " I did it" 

In the stillness, Elinor pulled herself together, 
straightened her shoulders, and glanced from one ex- 
cited face to another. 

" — with my little hatchet^" she murmured, and 
began to laugh hysterically. 

Myra looked at her and smiled. Myra was al- 
ways lovely about appreciating a joke. But it was 
an agonized little smile and flickered in an unsteady 
fashion as if annoyed by the quivering of the round 
chin. 

"I — I cannot tell a lie." She half raised one 
hand toward her throat. It felt so queer and choked. 
" I wrote the article and I posted the notice about 
the wedding too. I — I — I — am going to see 
Prexie now." 

She walked away bravely enough before all the eyes. 
Nevertheless late that evening, after the Ceremonies 
had sparkled to their pyrotechnic close, through the 
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wedding and everything even to the apparition of a 
green cheesecloth gown upon the actor who repre- 
sented the freshman class, Myra escaped into her own 
room at the earliest available moment. When Elinor 
patted her comfortingly upon the head, she tried to 
smile, but gulped instead. At the touch of a caress- 
ing arm, her lip quivered irresistibly. She thrust 
out both hands to push Elinor away. 

" Oh, don't ! " she wailed, " now youVe d-done it ! 
I'm g-g-going to have a b-b-b-big howl." 

And Elinor very wisely let her howl undisturbed. 



CHAPTER VI 

THE FATAL. BLACK BAG 

Myra was not expelled, although the narrowness 
of her escape proved a wholesome tonic to her con- 
science in future conduct. 

" Prexie did not actually mention the charivari 
and the midyear examinations or noise in the corri- 
dors or cutting late or neglecting to ask permission 
for drives without a chaperon and for dinners in 
town and visits to New York and incidents like that, 
but he looked as if he knew all about every thing, 
and I was scared stiff. Ruthie talked up for me in 
the noblest way and said I was impulsive and meant 
well and didn't stop to think and — and — " 

" And what ? " asked Elinor who was lying lan- 
guidly on the couch while Myra dressed for dinner 
on this April evening. She was recovering from an 
attack of the " grip " and felt listless in every fibre. 

" And — um-m — that — that I was young yet" 
Myra brought out the dreadful accusation with ex- 
plosive force and hurriedly dropped a fresh white 
petticoat over her head to conceal her blushes. " I 
shall be seventeen in June," she added in an injured 
tone, " and a sophomore. That is, I hope I'll be a 
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Bophomore. The girls say that the June exams 
aren't near so unpleasant as the January ones^ and 
sometimes whei^ it is very hot Mrs. Vernon passes 
around lemonade while they write. I wonder if the 
weather will he hot this year." 

" Oh, dear ! If only I can stick it out till the end ! 
Mother will be so disappointed if I have to give in. 
Myra, did you ever wake up in the morning and lie 
there thinking about the bother of dressing till you 
want to cry, and real tears slide down on the pillow ? 
And all the while you're listening and listening to 
hear the horrible whir and clangor of that awful gong. 
And the other girls — especially Lydia — bustle to 
and fro, banging windows, slamming doors, thumping 
thud-thud-thud with such exasperating energy that 
— ' that — and Ruth's shoes squeak — ^^ 

" 'Cause they're cheap," interrupted Myra, " she's 
truly poor, and you know it She isn't sure yet if 
she can return to collie next year. When the notice 
about those students who required aid was posted, 
she sent in a written application for a scholarship. 
Prexie summoned her to an interview half an hour 
ago. If he thinks she isn't worth helping, she'll have 
to go back to teaching. Dear old Euthie 1 I wish I 
had a million dollars ! " 

" How eccentric of you 1 " murmured Elinor ; 
" now most people consider eight hundred thousand 
plenty. Half a thousand would carry Ruth through 
next year, and when she's a junior she can tutor and 
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earn money in other ways. It would cost her less 
if she roomed in a boarding-house instead of a dormi- 
tory." 

" Why, Elinor 1 DidnH you know that we are all 
four going to room together again ? We're planning 
to live in a firewall study next year. Of course we 
may not get it^ but we decided to draw for one, you 
know we did." 

"I didn't," said Elinor; "I never said a word 
when the rest of you were discussing it I do not 
wish to hurt anybody's feelings, but you may as well 
know now as any time that I have not the slightest 
intention of rooming with Ruth AUee another year." 

" But Euth wants to," exclaimed Myra ; " she said 
she would if Prexie gives her a scholarship." 

" And I don't want to," responded Elinor, tran- 
quilly, " so that makes us even. Anyhow," she 
raised herself among the pillows in the energy of this 
new idea, " I really owe it to my mother to seek con- 
ditions that shall be as little of a nervous strain as 
possible. A genius is a difficult sort of a person — 
everybody says so. She gets on my nerves. I dare 
say — I'm almost sure — that's one reason I broke 
down like this. How can I do good work if I am 
continually irritated ? In fact, it may be the wisest 
plan for each of us to draw for a single room." 

" What ! " Myra twirled about on her heels so 
swiftly that she went too far and was obliged to 
reverse before securing a steady line of vision in the 
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required direction. " Live in singles I You don't 
want to room with me ? " 

Elinor raised a handful of silken fringe and 
brushed away a smile. Now she had the rattlepate 
on another track, and they could leave Euth out of 
the question. " If just you and I could go into a 
double^ why, of course, Td love to choose that. But 
maybe it would be better to draw for singles, and 
then we could trade for a double later, if we wished ; 
or we might choose rooms in the same neighborhood 
with the rest of the girls we like. We could hang 
portieres and keep our doors open into the corridor 
and have chairs out there and tables and flowers, as 
if it were a private house. We might call it the 
Sophomore Haven — " 

" Oh, goodie ! " Myra clapped her hands. " You 
have the loveliest ideas — " 

" Girls," Lydia came sailing into the study, *^ the 
class is to meet in the lecture room after Chapel to- 
night to draw for rooms. The seniors have taken 
four of the most desirable firewalls, and Buth was 
wondering if—" 

" Enter the villain ! " announced Ruth, in her 
gruffest tones, as she flung wide the door and stalked 
in. Elinor glanced up quickly at the ring of a new 
note of exultation under the gruftness. An inner 
flame of joy was shining behind the mobile features. 
Myra gave one look, and then began to jump up and 
down, with her long braid hugged to her breast. 
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" Oh, oh, oh 1 I know 1 Prexie says that you de- 
serve a scholarship. You can come back next year. 
You needn't go back to teaching right away. We 
shall all be sophomores together. Tell us this in- 
stant what he said about your work." 

Ruth carefully selected a chair and sat down with 
provoking deliberation. Her suspense since apply- 
ing for aid had culminated in the strain of the actual 
interview with the president. His cordial assurance 
that she was worth much more than four hundred 
dollars a year to the institution had lifted her from 
the valley to the mountain-top. The past half-hour 
of bounding, whirling delight in the shadowy solitude 
of the pines beyond the garden had exhausted the 
remnant of her frail strength. 

" He said," she answered, " that my work in 
^ math ' had not been so excel — um-m — I mean, so 
good as it might be." 

In blissful ignorance of discriminating adjectives, 
Myra clasped her braid closer. " Just like me 1 " 
she sighed ; " my work in * math ' has not been so 
good as it might be, either. Fm so flattered — " 

" And we're so proud," put in Elinor, hastily, her 
accent on the adverb somewhat over-emphasized, 
" but not one bit surprised." 

Buth sent her a keen glance, opened her mouth as 
if about to speak, and then apparently changed her 
mind and smiled instead. Elinor smiled back a 
little uncertainly, for she never could tell just how 



92 Elinor's College Career 

transparent she was before this embarrassing person. 
To be sure, she was proud of Ruth^s success, but that 
was not the whole truth by any means. If Prexie 
had refused the scholarship, she and Myra and Lydia 
could have chosen a parlor for three the next year. 
Far be it from her to have caused Ruth such a disr 
appointment, in case the decision had rested with 
her ; still, if he had said no, there would have been 
one or two compensations. 

" To-night I shall draw for a choice in firewalls," 
began Lydia, briskly, as she put in place the three 
hairs that had daringly gone astray upon her satiny 
head, " and if I chance to fail — ^" 

"Elinor wants us all to try for singles," inter- 
rupted Myra, " and have a Sophomore Haven, por- 
tieres, chairs in the corridor, everything sociable and 
homelike. She says — " 

" Don't you agree with me, Lydia ? " Elinor sat 
up in her eagerness to snatch the reins of the con- 
versation from Myra's erratic fingers. " Ever so 
many intend to draw for firewalls, and we won't have 
any choice at all, even if we don't get a blank first 
thing. Singles are always in demand. If we win 
good numbers in them, we can trade later for doubles 
or a parlor and a single. It will be much preferable, 
I think." 

"Fd rather take a single," said Rutfi; *' Prexie 
says I ought to make an effort with mathematics, and 
I can't concentrate with noise and talk around me, 
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and people running in and out I'm such an old 
poke ! " 

" Why didn't you say so before," cried Elinor, im- 
petuously, " and saved the fuss ? " 

" Fuss ? " echoed Euth ; " what fuss ? I'm afraid 
I wasn't thinking much about anything but getting 
back. The room doesn't really matter, you know. 
Any place will do, provided we manage to come back 
somehow or other. At the end of the interview with 
Prexie, he mentioned a room in Music Hall perhaps, 
if the regular dormitories are crowded." 

" Music Hall 1 " exclaimed Myra, appalled, " with 
smells from the laboratory drifting around and 
pianos drumming away at all hours ! A room away 
off from everywhere and aU the fun! I hope you 
enlightened him." 

" I told him that I didn't care," replied Euth, 
happily, " and I don't, you know — that is, com- 
paratively I don't. It's pleasanter to be near my 
friends and the library, of course. I fancy he pro- 
posed it simply as a test to learn if I wished to come 
back for the essentials or the conveniences. After- 
ward he said that I might take part in the drawing 
to-night." 

" I guess he'd better ! " growled Myra. 

" Girls ! " Euth clasped her thin hands in rare 
exaltation. " I'm coming back to college. Do you 
understand? One — two — three years more of 
study ! Three years of books and friends and beau- 
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tif ul things ! No need to have lingered so wistfully 
last October for farewell glimpses of golden trees 
and scarlet vines and the lake lying like a jewel in 
its radiant setting 1 No need to lean from my win- 
dow so often to gaze at the gracious hills and distant 
purple mountains, hoarding the vision of them for 
future days in the land of level prairies ! No need 
to stretch out longing arms to hold back the dear days 
of this precious year that is slipping away so fast ! '' 

" No need at all ! " assented Myra, joyously ; 
" you^re coming back to college. And so am I and 
so is everybody. That^s exactly how I feel about it. 
There's the dinner gong now, and it is ice-cream 
night, and next year ice-cream night will keep on 
revolving week after week, and pretty soon we'll be 
seniors." 

" I have been considering your suggestion, Eli- 
nor," announced Lydia, as she rose from her seat, 
" and I have decided that it will indeed be wiser to 
draw for singles to-night, although roommates are 
said to be excellent discipline and good for the char- 
acter." 

" But why inflict it upon yourself ? " murmured 
Elinor. " Job didn't." 

" I think Job lacked executive ability," spoke up 
Myra, with unexpected astuteness, " else why did he 
sit on that ash-heap so long ? " 

" Because," laughed Elinor, for somehow it was 
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easier to laugh at this point in the discussion^ ^^he 
didn't have the luck to live in America." 

Myra took up the thread again after Chapel, when 
the freshmen were pressing on across the corridor 
into the lecture room. " American girls are the 
luckiest persons on this round earth. Little boys 
are always getting scolded and sent home from the 
toy-shops at Christmas time, and men won't let them 
hook on behind their sleds, but they let the little girls. 
And girls are petted and praised and get their own 
way. And — oh, Elinor — I know I am going to 
draw a blank! I know itl I know it I And I 
shall die if I do, I know I shall. It won't be any 
wonder if I never pass in trigonometry, with room- 
mates disturbing me every minute. It is such a 
comfort to believe that I might not have flunked in 
^ math ' if I had lived in a single this year." 

"Is it?" repeated Elinor, absently; "well, I'd 
cling to that conviction, if I were you. Some species 
of belief are apt to be slippery." Then she dodged 
as nimbly as she could in the crush. 

It was not an outwardly tragic scene — that room 
thronged with eager young faces, some vivid in the 
white glow of the gas-burners near the front, others 
softly luminous in shadowy corners or showing as a 
dim fringe of heads against the pale wall. When 
the principal's assistant rose to request those desiring 
singles to come forward, it seemed to excited Myra 
as if half the class were on their feet. 
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" Aiai 1 ^* she wailed, under her breath, " aiai, "woe 
18 me! There'll be about forty blanks, because the 
seniors took so many singles that fewer than usual 
were left for the under classes. Maybe we'll have to 
go into a firewall after all." 

" Hurry, Myra 1 Get into line at the platform. 
Lydia and Ruth are away ahead of us. Now keep 
cool and don't snatch when it is your turn to thrust 
your hand into that fatal black bag. I think she 
said there are only sixteen blanks." 

" Sixteen 1 " moaned Myra, " and this is my un- 
lucky year I " 

"Ah! Watch! Lydia has drawn a slip. Oh, 
Myra!" 

"What? Quick! Oh! It's a blank." 

Elinor broke into a nervous bubble of laughter. 
" Isn't her expression funny ! Astonished and sort 
of injured, as if she had deserved better of the jeal- 
ous fates. The girl behind her drew number two, 
and then the next has what? Did you catch it? 
Thirty-five. Now for Ruth ! " 

" It's another blank. Poor Ruthie ! I'll give her 
my choice if I get one. Elinor, my knees feel so 
queer and wobbly. See ! that girl drew ten and that 
one twenty-three. Nobody has first choice yet, has 
anybody ? Behold ! Just watch me ! I'm a magi- 
cian. Ho, for number — " 

Elinor bent forward in anxiety and grasped her 
wrist. 
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" — number nothing 1 I told you it was my im- 
lucky year. We'll have to go into a firewall all to- 
gether." 

Then for one black minute Elinor lost her head. 
She forgot that even if she too drew a blank, they 
would still have a chance at the doubles, and she 
could pair off with Myra. She had eyes only for a 
vision of another endless year in a firewall study, 
with Ruth's ramshackle desk and yellow paper flow- 
ers straggling over a glaring chromo, with Ruth her- 
self continually passing and repassing, brushing 
against her, laying a hand on her sleeve, or staring 
at her silently from the comers. So Elinor reached 
into the black bag desperately. 

" Hurry ! You're fumbling around in there a 
mighty long time," whispered Myra, " wouldn't it 
be a joke if you pulled out a blank too ? " 

The pupils of Elinor's eyes had contracted and 
the iris looked curiously veiled as if a film had thick- 
ened in front of it. She did not turn toward Myra, 
but held her slip as far away as possible in the op- 
posite direction. She glanced first at one side, then 
at the other, before crumpling it in her hand. 

" It's a blank — a — b-b-blank," she said. 

" Crackle ! " muttered Myra in an awed voice, 
" four blanks in our crowd ! The fates have got it 
in for us this time. Clotho, Atropos — who is the 
other one? It's a conspiracy. Let me see yours." 

But when she stretched out her arm, Elinor 
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evaded her. " No ! Yes, 1^11 show it to you after 
we get out of this crush. Come, sit down.'' She 
dropped rather limply on a bench near by. " I sup- 
pose we'll need to wait till the drawing is finished. 
There's Lydia. Call her so that we can — can con- 
sult Call — call Ruth." 

" How queer and wobbly your voice sounds. It's 
like my knees. Do give me that slip of yours. I 
want the four blanks for my memory-bill. What 
made you crease it all up like that? I can hardly 
unroll it without tearing. Why ! " she gasped, 
"why, why, lookee herel You drew two slips by 
mistake I " 

" Did I ? " murmured Elinor faintly, " d-did I ? " 
She inhaled a tremulous breath and jumped up in 
gushing dismay. " Did I ? How perfectly awful ! 
Two slips, and I thought it was a blank because they 
were close together, face to face, of course. Won't 
the girls be provoked — those that have good num- 
bers this time ! " 

" Why ? " asked Myra mechanically, her fingers 
clutching the slips. 

" Because — oh, because this is an error. * It will 
throw out the whole drawing; There won't be any 
paper left for the last girl in the row. So we'll have 
to do it all over again. I — I've heard of mistakes 
like that To think it is my fault 1 " 

" You didn't mean to do it," said Myra comfort- | 
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ingly, "never mind. It's the luckiest mistake for 
us that ever happened." 

" The slips must have been stuck together," said 
Elinor. Her breath was coming fast and short. 
"They — must have been stuck — stuck together." 

" Tingalingaling ! " jangled the bell at the desk. 

" Young ladies ! " announced the assistant, " I re- 
jgret to say that there has been some error made in 
the drawing, as no slip remains for the last applicant. 
I am forced to ask you to return all numbers to the 
bag and try again. Did anyone chance to draw two 
slips by mistake ? " 

For an instant of panic, Elinor glanced around 
wildly ; then she seized Myra's elbow and glided for- 
ward to acknowledge that she had been to blame — • 
and she was sorry, so awfully, awfully sorry! It 
was all her fault. Would the girls ever forgive her ? 

Immediately she was pounced upon and gratefully 
squeezed by the girls who had won poor numbers or 
none at all. The possessor of first choice raised a 
half humorous, half earnest wail for sympathy. 
Others appeared disappointed or hopeful. The ma- 
jority indeed were hopeful, because unless a girl 
has the very best there is always the chance that she 
may gain a better. 

In the second drawing Lydia found an eleven on 
her slip, and Ruth rejoiced in a five. Myra and 
Elinor again were rewarded by blanks, and tried for 
a double together. In this they succeeded in obtain- 
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ing a three, and went dancing down the corridor to 
visit the various rooms on the list of those set apart 
for the incoming sophomore class. 

" Oh, Elinor, dear Elinor ! " chanted Myra rap- 
turously, " everything happens just exactly right. 
Aren't we happy, happy, happy I Ruth has a single 
and now she can wrestle with ^ math ' and write her 
poems and be editor by-and-bye. Lydia has a single 
to reign in and have committee meetings and be an 
example and so forth. It won't make any difference 
to her whether we cut late or whistle or forget to 
dust or leave our beds airing all day, because we'll 
be in a sweet little double all by our own selves — 
you and I, dear lovely charming Elinor. We shall 
choose a new dormitory and have two bright bed- 
rooms and a study with windows and a lattice maybe. 
Oh, Elinor, you darling 1 I love you to distraction, 
and often when you aren't near enough to hug, I wish 
you were twins." 

Elinor stirred uneasily. " Will you always love 
me, Myra, no matter what I do ? Suppose I should 
do something mean and wicked and — and dishon- 
est? Suppose you should discover some day that I 
am not near so — so nice as I ought to be ? Suppose 
— suppose you have idealized me, and really inside 
I'm — horrid ? " 

"I shan't suppose any such thing!" exclaimed 
Myra indignantly, "you never did think enough of 
yourself. What you need is a little proper self- 
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esteem. You^re the best and sweetest and finest girl 
in the whole class. And I love you, and Euth loves 
you, and everybody loves you. So there ! You ought 
to be ashamed to slander yourself I " 

EUnor paused at a window and pressed her fore- 
head against the pana ^^ See that star hanging above 
the point of the evergreen over yonder," she said 
softly, "nice star, isn't it? Nice big bright starl 
Maybe I'll decide to elect astronomy next year. It's 
a snap course." She reached down one hand and 
held Myra's arm closer around her waist " Myra, 
you're a dear." 

" I do wish you were twins," whispered Myra. 

" If I should ever meet another girl just like me," 
said Elinor slowly, " with the same thoughts and feel- 
ings and — and everything, I should hate her. Mean, 
selfish, deceitful — a cheat ! " 

" Hush 1 " Myra closed her mouth. " You're 
tired out and nervous and blue after the excitement. 
I feel reaction myself at times. I shan't listen. 
And I do wish you were twins. So there 1 " 

" I should despise her," said Elinor. 



II 

THE SOPHOMORE YEAE 
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CHAPTER VII 



myra's utttle eam 



Elinor and Ruth had met in New York and taken 
the train up the river. They sat primly clasping 
box and bundle on the lengthwise seat near the door 
of the coach. 

" Strange that Myra did not make connections," 
said Elinor, trying to keep her foot from tapping in 
eager impatience, " I can hardly wait to see all the 
girls. Every minute something inside of me is call- 
ing to the wheels, * Hurry, hurry, hurry, please 
hurry 1 ' But they rumble on as slowly as ever. 
Last fall they chanted over and over— ^' she hesi- 
tated, "well, anyhow, the only reason I care about 
coming this year is for the sake of seeing the girls. 
I'm not in the least fond of the college itself or the 
work, you know." 

" That's one thing I never could understand about 
you, Elinor. Maybe you really care but you won't 
acknowledge it even to yourself." 

" How would you like it," Elinor put on a little 
more of her company vivacity, " just when you are 
proud of doing denominate numbers at nine, to be 
informed that your mother did them at seven.? I 
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entered college at sixteen; ah, but my mother was 
admitted to the second semester of the sophomore 
year at fifteen! I was prepared in doublequick 
time so as to catch up with my older brother ; but my 
mother prepared herself. I occasionally have time 
to spare, don't you think so? Alasl my mother 
learned so rapidly that she spent hours playing soli- 
taire while the other girls were studying." 

" I wish," said Ruth, " that my mother knew about 
this college and what wonderful friends I have found. 
She would have longed for such things for me — 
and there seemed no chance, no hope." 

Elinor's face softened in quick sympathy. " Did 
she die when you were a child, Ruth ? " 

" She is not dead," answered the older girl, her 
mouth falling into lines of self-repression, her eyes 
darkening somberly, " she is in — " the words fal- 
tered, " she is not dead." 

" Oh, forgive me ! " Elinor cried in contrite em- 
barrassment, " I didn't know. You always spoke of 
her as if — as if — . I am so sorry ! Won't it be 
lovely to get hold of Myra again and to look at Lydia I 
I am simply crazy to see them. It was dear of you 
to meet me. Myra wrote that perhaps you would 
be at the station. Where can she be ? " 

" Maybe she will hide and pop out at us," Ruth 
joined in readily, " she's always doing — " 

Here the door banged open and Myra blew in with 
a gust of rain from gray skies outside, her hand 
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grasping her hat her curls damp against her cheek. 

" Well, here you are at last ! I've been walking 
for miles through this endless train. Think of Miss 
Offitt in a common coach ! " Aided by a sudden 
lurch of the car she sat down jerkily upon a suitcase, 
and was beginning to push back her hair and unfold 
a time-table, when a recollection smote her. She 
jumped up to fall into the arms of her companions, 
while the other passengers gazed with mild entertain- 
ment over the tops of their newspapers. 

" To think that I was forgetting to say holloa ! " 
wailed her voice somewhat muffled against Elinor^s 
jacket, " it seems so natural to have you around that 
I can't believe a whole summer has passed. I've 
had the most terrible time at home. It's all your 
fault. I tried to be iunnj. Every little while I 
made an inane remark and then waited for the family 
to laugh, just as you do here. They didn't say a 
word — only listened and looked at me sort of sadly 
as if waiting for the joke, and then started to talk 
about other things. It was so discouraging that I 
gave up being witty." 

" No ? " exclaimed Elinor mischievously incredu- 
lous, " not really gave it up ? Witty — " 

" Hush, sweetheart ! Oh, you dear sweet child, I 
am so glad to see you that I could pinch you black 
and blue. Euth, isn't she darling ? I'm pretty fond 
of you both. Don't hurt my feelings first chance. 
Sarcasm will render you unpopular with girls — 
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also men. That reminds me of Lady Lydia. She 
was queen of the seashore all summer. She wore 
white duck from morning to night and talked about 
petitioning the faculty for permission to have caps 
and gowns this year." 

" What color ? " 

" Elinor ! I expected it. I knew you couldn't re- 
sist. That's the great and glaring flaw in your char- 
acter, Miss Offitt: you're not magnanimous. Small 
annoyances rankle. You can't forgive. Details like 
a missing button, artistic disarray of hair and so 
forth, tissue paper flowers — ^" 

" Hear her gibber ! " broke in Elinor hastily, 
"we'll be obliged to begin all over again with her 
education, Ruth. Do you notice how she wanders 
in her speech ? Sure sign of mental d^eneracy 1 " 

" As I was about to remark, the gowns will be 
black on the outside and maybe lined in different 
colors for the various classes^ Lydia's set her heart 
on it She says that the students are a self-governing 
body and will be free to assume a distinctive costume 
if the majority so votes. She says that Prexie and 
the faculty will have no right to interfere, but of 
course they are at liberty to offer advice, and for her 
part she respects their experience. A mortar-board 
cap is awfully becoming to her." 

" Mrs. Vernon asked Lydia to come a few days 
early to help receive the freshmen," volunteered 
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Ruth, to whom Lydia's letters had been the chief in- 
terest of her lonely summer. 

" And didn't invite me ? " cried Myra, " neglected 
to request my valuable assistance in exhorting the 
little freshies to feel at home! Omitted me — this 
individual sitting here — ego-mei-mihi-me-me ! Lat- 
in, ahem. I can also express the idea in German 
and French. Such an oversight grieves me. Ah, 
well, you wait and see ! " 

Elinor spoke in quick alarm. "What are you 
plotting now ? Do behave this year, Myra, and try 
not to be any more of an imp than is absolutely neces- 
sary. You put me in a fidget." 

" Don't worry beyond a point that is beneficial 
for your circulation, madam. I am a dignified 
sophomore, full-fledged, nary condition — common 
English for ne'er a. Ladies, ' Mary had a little 
lamb ' — " Here she paused and favored Elinor with 
a cheerful wink. " Excuse me, Euthie, if I appear 
to be exclusive for a few days. You aren't in this 
secret because there is only room for two, and you're 
too magnanimous anyhow. Magnanimous people al- 
ways forgive everything. Ah, how time flies ! The 
sophomores of old are juniors now." 

" Only three years more ! " sighed Elinor and then 
held her breath for a moment in astonishment at the 
insincere ring of what was intended to express relief, 
" and at last we shall be free." 

" Elinor Offitt, that attitude of yours is growing 
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to be a regular pose. Ah, here we are ! " crowed 
Myra, " this blessed old town 1 I love evei^body." 
At the door of the car she turned so radiantly to 
flash a smile of pity over the poor benighted passen- 
gers who were not on their way to college that one 
very young gentleman lost his heart and another was 
positively scandalized. 

This year the ride to the college was through a 
gray mist of rain. They passed loaded drays 
shrouded with oilcloth, the drivers humped under use- 
less awnings. At the college umbrellas were bobbing 
along under the dripping evergreens. Now and then 
a carriage rolled by, spattering mud. The vestibule 
was moist from the furling and flapping of more 
umbrellas. Every step left a wet print on the pave- 
ment. 

Myra spied Lydia spotless and serene, though a 
bit chilly-looking in her white frock, graciously in- 
terrogating a group of strangers at the foot of the 
wide marble stairs. Dodging three pillars and two 
students bulky with luggage, she seized her distin- 
guished roommate about the elbow, for she was not 
tall enough to reach the rounded throat. Lydia drew 
her close in such a genuine bear-hug that Elinor was 
almost too much astonished to claim her own wel- 
come. 

" The first thing she said," mourned Myra when 
arrived safely in their new rooms, " after months of 
absence, was, ' You're losing one of your sidecombs.' " 
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She flung off her hat. " Elinor, you haven't men- 
tioned my hair. Don't you think I'm improved ? " 

" Oh, Myra ! " groaned Elinor, " yes, it is becom- 
ing, but I want my little freshman back with her 
long braid and fly-away bow." 

" Where's your own ? " she demanded promptly, 
" I like yours done up. It makes you look more 
dignified. Elinor, can you realize that we are truly 
sophomores with a lot of little freshmen gazing up- 
ward at us? We will be kind to them. I resolved 
last Hallowe'en that I would never stoop to any sort 
of hazing. Once a band of sophomores dressed as 
masked ghosts and called on the freshmen in their 
neighborhood, and made them do ridiculous stunts — 
sing the laundry list, wash off smiles and wipe them 
on the carpet, write the date in ink with their noses. 
Did you ever hear of anything more undignified? 
Jokes ought to be refined and poetical. See here, 
Elinor, you've simply got to help me about that 
lamb." 

" What lamb ? " asked Elinor cautiously, " how 
can I help ? " 

" The juniors gave him to the seniors last autumn, 
and the seniors carried him away to a farm, because 
they were tired of sitting up to feed him whipped 
cream all night I wrote to ask the class president 
if I might have him, and she said I was welcome and 
so forth. You know a crowd of us intend to organize 
a fudge club to-morrow, and I must have the lamb for 
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the initiation. It will cheer up the homesick juniors, 
my whilom sophomore friends. I'm going to tele- 
phone to the livery stable now, and we can drive to 
the farm before dinner. Do come, Elinor." 

" That innocent little woolly lamb," said Elinor 
reflectively, " it sounds harmless enough. I suppose 
if you don't do that, you'll find some other outlet for 
your energies. Our trunks won't be here till morn- 
ing. I was dreading the long afternoon in these 
desolate littered up corridors. Well, maybe I'll go, 
if you will hold the umbrella." 

At the dinner table Lydia appeared with three 
awed freshmen under her charge. After the soup 
had been cleared away, Myra and Elinor hurried in, 
curiously breathless and trying not to laugh. Myra 
flirted her napkin out of its ring with such enthusi- 
asm that it went fluttering over her shoulder. Div- 
ing cheerfully in pursuit, she bumped into the maid 
and looked up just in time to duck in a different di- 
rection from the sliding ears of com. 

" Oh, I beg your pardon, Rose," she exclaimed, 
" I don't want the whole dish, thank you. Three 
ears are plenty for me." And she went off in a gale 
of laughter entirely unproportioned to the exciting 
cause. Elinor joined in as if overwhelmed by sud- 
den mirth. The freahmen were surprised but tried 
not to stare. Lydia regarded them benignantly. 

" Evidently they are not yet homesick," she ad- 
dressed the new students^ " it won't be such a dread- 
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fal place when once you get acquainted. Miss Offitt 
is a granddaughter who entered college under pro- 
test, so to speak — " 

" It is fun to be a sophomore," broke in Elinor 
with impolite haste, " everybody's glad to see every- 
body else. Some smile and nod ; others rush up and 
kiss. One professor shook hands as if she had been 
yearning to see us ; one actually kissed Myra, and the 
rest smiled the nicest smiles. You'll find out next 
year." 

" Have those young ladies been introduced to you, 
Elinor ? " queried Myra in a loud whisper, " it is not 
proper for them to speak until they have been pre- 
sented, and even then they must bow three times — " 

" Myra ! " 

Myra bowed three times very fast and solemnly 
before turning to one of the strangers who was gazing 
at her with an uncertain smile. 

" Won't you have another glass of milk ? " she in- 
quired with a beaming imitation of Lydia's attentive 
manner. " Freshmen frequently drink several quarts 
apiece the first few days. It's strengthening and 
stimulating, reminds them of home and so forth." 

" No, I thank you," answered the freshman in a 
voice almost too low to be heard. 

" Ah, do take it ! " pleaded the little minx in such 
a beseeching tone that the victim's resolution wa- 
vered. 
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" Well," she murmured doubtfully, " if you really 
want me to." 

" Oh, I shan't die if you don't," declared Myra 
with a sudden change to airy flippancy, " I'm con- 
siderably more robust than I look. Now, Miss How- 
ard, that portly personage at the head of the table 
is deceptively otherwise. You wouldn't pick her out 
to be an invalid, would you ? That healthy color of 
hers is solely due to bashfulness. Watch it ebb and 
flow." 

As Lydia's chief aiBiction was the dread of growing 
too plump and rosy, this was going a bit too far. 
Elinor applied the brakes. 

" Tell them about our drive into the country this 
aftemoou, Myra." 

Myra's effort to express warning in a scowl that 
persisted in mixing up with two dimples was inter- 
rupted by a remark from Lydia. 

" I must urge you to beware of that curly-headed 
little innocent over there," she said, " don't believe a 
word she says to-night." 

" Everybody admires Miss Howard," gushed Myra 
in her sweetest accents, " she is so popular and so 
delightful and so — well, honestly — quite bright, 
don't you know ? She is so superior and so conde- 
scending and so influential in the community. I 
hope, my dear young friends, that you have each and 
all come to college with the glorious intention to do 
enough work to get you through the semester exami- 
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nations. Miss Howard is rather particular on that 
point, indeed somewhat of a crank. She also be- 
lieves in self-government and upholds the authority 
of the faculty so long as they do not interfere with 
anything she may wish to do. She is in favor of 
wearing caps and gowns — black caps and gowns, 
young ladies, with green satin facings for the fresh- 
men class, yellow for the sophomore — ^" 

" Yellow means pure and radiant joyousness, I 
reckon," put in Ruth, raising a face that was shining 
with inner happiness over being back again in this 
beloved place. 

" Short for silly," commented Elinor to her plate 
but distinct enough for Myra's ears to catch it. 

" Thank you, yes, my fellow sophomores. Ah, 
girls and young ladies, when I reflect upon the emi- 
nence, the glory, the dignity of our position, the — 
the work and all that, I feel like the — the — " she 
paused impressively, " — exactly like the past tense 
of dog." 

" A conundrum ! " exclaimed Elinor with a tactful 
eye on the nervous strangers, " I do enjoy conun- 
drums. Let's see who can guess it first." 

The meekest young freshman laid down her fork, 
which to be sure had seen little active service so far 
on this eventful night, and thought very hard for a 
few moments. 

" Ah ! " she cried at last, forgetting shyness in tbe 
success of her meditation, " puppy ! " 
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At the exulting clamor that greeted her solution^ 
she almost lost consciousness, and returned to a reali- 
zation of circumstances to find herself blindly sugar- 
ing her potato, while Miss Dickinson struggled to 
convince the Company that she had meant dogged, of 
course, the past tense of the regular verb. 

Lydia swept a reproving glance around the table. 
" Girls, do behave as if you were at home in civilized 
society and had guests at dinner. You act to-night 
like irresponsible freshmen." 

" Oh, Lydia! " ejaculated Myra with a finger on 
her lips, " that was an awful break. These poor un- 
offending creatures beside you have the misfortune to 
be freshmen. Hide your head if it isn't screwed on 
too tight, while I seek to soothe their wounded sensi- 
bilities. Aren't we good to you ? " Her voice qua- 
vered from solicitude. " Elinor, do pass the bread 
and so forth. Euth, sit up straight and set a noble 
example and ask the maid to bring another pitcher 
of milk and jam for the bread belonging to the three 
little protegees of Lydia. Of course it's their own 
fault that they're freshmen, but still the pity of it — ^" 

" May I speak to Miss Dickinson ? " The messen- 
ger girl was leaning over the back of Myra's chair. 
" The livery stable boy has come for the buggy, and 
he wants to know where the cushion for the seat is, 
and if the dashboard was kicked out before you 
started. He is so anxious and disturbed that I was 
sent to inquire." 
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Myra flung out her hands, dropped them, gave a 
convulsive little giggle, jumped up, and was half way 
down the dining-room before Elinor could straighten 
her face into sufficient sobriety to follow without 
attracting curious stares. Lydia entertained her 
charges through the dessert, marshalled them to 
Chapel, and invited them to come to her room at eight 
for chocolate and a cheering share of a five-pound 
box of Huyler's candy. They presented themselves 
punctually, a grave wide-eyed group, with a tendency 
to stand close together or sit in a row on the divan. 
Ruth, dropping in half-an-hour later, found them 
so, while they nibbled occasionally at pieces of candy 
and listened with the vast respect of silence to Miss 
Howard's monologue upon self-government. 

" It used to be like a boarding-school here, with 
teachers everywhere watching the girls to see if they 
kept the rules about exercising an hour a day, going 
to bed at ten, never walking far alone into the coun- 
try, taking chaperons when driving or at the theatre, 
attending Chapel regularly, and so forth. A student 
was in danger of being reprimanded for running 
through the corridors or talking aloud during study 
hours. Exactly like a boarding-school, you see. Of 
course the girls rebelled and tried to hoodwink their 
tyrants. When they wished to have spreads late at 
night, they tacked papers over the transoms and 
stuffed up the cracks under the doors and posted a spy 
to guard against the approach of a corridor teacher. 
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Actually this past summer I met a middle-aged law- 
yer who told me as a tremendous joke about his visit- 
ing a cousin at this college years ago. She wanted 
him to see her study, and so he skulked tiirough the 
halls with a crowd of her friends, though it was 
against the rules to take guests to the rooms imless 
accompanied by a chaperon. When they heard a 
teacher coming, they made a rope of sheets and let 
him out of the window. He expected me to be 
amused at the recital of the trick. I have seldom 
been more mortified in my life. It was most pain- 
fully humiliating to be asked if we still indulged in 
such pranks. I informed him that since the adop- 
tion of self-government in this community, the stu- 
dents had risen above the trickery and subservience 
of slaves. Like a democracy they have banded to- 
gether to preserve order and maintain the social ideal. 
They are self-reliant women, not irresponsible chil- 
dren." 

At this point the boldest freshman after sundry 
squirmings and moistening of her lips managed to 
utter a question. 

" Does everybody do just as she pleases about 
everything ? " 

Lydia surveyed her graciously in approbation of 
such intelligent Interest. "May I ask if you con- 
sider that we are a free people in America ? " 

The freshman appeared a bit frightened at the 
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shock of meeting an examination in history the very 
first evening. 

"I — think so, Miss Howard," she faltered, 
" aren't we ? " 

" We are," Miss Howard assured her majestically. 
" May I next inquire if we are at liberty to do as we 
please ? " 

" There are — " she hesitated, " I think there are 
laws." 

" Precisely." The commendation expressed in this 
adverb was so thrilling that the freshman felt as if 
she had surely made a most noble hit, and thereupon 
proceeded with the nibbling of her neglected candy. 

" You are precisely right," continued the lecturer, 
" there are laws. These laws are the consensus of 
just minds as to what constitutes the social welfare. 
Law is consistent with liberty. We do not rob or 
murder because we do not desire to rob or murder. 
The laws forbid crimes that no well-constituted indi- 
vidual wishes to commit. Similarly our self-govern- 
ment rules prohibit certain acts which the sensible 
student chooses to avoid of her own good reasonable- 
ness. No prudent young woman will sit up later 
than ten any oftener than three times a month. She 
will not omit her hour's exercise every day. She 
will not absent herself from Chapel more frequently 
than three times in a semester." 

" Oh I So those are the rules ! " said the boldest 
freshman. 
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"Yes, those are the soKsalled rules. Ah, Ruth, 
good evening. Help yourself to some Huyler's. I 
have been explaining self-government to these new 
students. To tell the truth, I have been leading 
up to a discussion of the caps and gowns problem. 
I want them to understand and admire the true dig- 
nity, honor, and liberty of the scholarly life, and to 
comprehend the wisdom of dressing in harmony with 
the idea. A distinctive costume that shall appro- 
priately symbolize the ideal of intelligent womanli- 
ness, — the cultivated instincts, the gentleness, grace, 
maturity, sobriety, poise, dignity, high-mindedness 
that scorns to stoop — ^^ 

Bang I The door burst open and Elinor dived into 
the room, shot across the floor, and collapsed in a 
comer. 

" He — he's coming I " she gasped between her 
paroxysms of delight, " with Myra chasing him, or 
he chasing her — nobody is quite sure which. Look 
— look out I Climb up on something." 

From the corridor sounded a flurry and scurry and 
scamper of feet, mingled with shrieks of laughter and 
screams of, " Catch him, somebody ! Head him off. 
He's my lamb. Hi ! get away from in front of his 
horns ! '' 

Elinor weakly clutched her aching chest and scram- 
bled upon the window-ledge. " He'll be dashing in 
here the next minute. Myra held on to his heels till 
he kicked through the dashboard. He broke out of 
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the bathroom. We — we forgot that lambs grow. 
He — he butts I There he comes. Jump ! " 

The three freshmen fled wildly in different direc- 
tions. Long-limbed Kuth sprang agilely upon the 
center-table. Lydia got behind the biggest chair and 
began to disappear toward the floor. Then remem- 
bering her dignity she straightened up and advanced 
to the door just in time to be neatly and completely 
floored by the frenzied inrush of the determined 
ram. 

When it was all over, and the janitor had marched 
away with the struggling visitor, Ruth descended 
from her perch and began to clear away the debris. 

" I was thinking," she remarked dreamily, " that 
Myra should have invited a chaperon. Isn't that 
one of the rules ? '^ 

Lydia sat down carefully and fanned herself. 
" What I am thinking," she said, " is that we must 
certainly petition the faculty for the privilege of 
wearing caps and gowns." 

" Why ? " inquired Elinor in a curiously choked 
voice, " do you believe the ram would have — no- 
ticed ? " 

" This disgraceful episode could never have oc- 
curred," said Lydia firmly, " if you and Myra had 
been wearing caps and gowns. The influence, how- 
ever unconscious, of such an intellectual and digni- 
fied — " 

"And — and — and — " sputtered Myra, raising 
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a scarlet face from a yellow silk pillow, " it couldn't 
have happened because we — we would have had to 
stop so often to pick up our caps, and the g-gowns — " 

" Would have flapped," continued Elinor gravely, 
" and tangled up his heels." 

At the sound of Euth's chuckle, Elinor felt a warm 
little spark of possible affection glow in her heart. 
It was pleasant to have people laugh at a person's 
jokes. 

" It evidently cheered up the freshmen wonder- 
fully," said Ruth, " they did not seem one bit home- 
sick when they left," 

" I shall be obliged," said Lydia, " to elucidate 
again and more at length the question of petition- 
ing for caps and gowns." 



CHAPTEE VIII 

KNOWING IT ALls 

*^ Once there was a girl whose character was read 
from her step while she was passing by out of sight; 
only it chanced that she was wearing bedroom slip- 
pers, and — . Ah, listen 1 That's Lydia coming. 
Hear that determined tread. The tread of a person 
who is always right. Hard on the heels, don't you 
think ? Good afternoon, Miss Howard." Myra slid 
hastily from her seat on the center-table. "Why, 
Lydia, you look as if you would like to throw 
things." 

" I should," she responded grimly, " I should like 
to throw something hard." Her armful of books 
skated across the desk to be intercepted by Elinor^s 
nimble fingers. A glimpse of Ruth behind Lydia 
showed that her eyes were twinkling. Myra cocked 
her head and clasped her hands in joyous faith that 
a joke was coming by-and-bye. 

" What's the matter ? " she asked with unsympa- 
thetic cheerfulness. 

" Nothing except that Miss Ewers opened the reci- 
tation by inquiring if anyone in the class could de- 
scribe a titmouse. Everybody else stared at her so 

123 



124 Elinor's College Career 

blankly that I volunteered. I told her that fortu- 
nately for her opinion of our division I had picked 
up a magazine in the reading-room some time ago 
and found an article on nature-study. I said that 
I was virtually positive about the facts, although 
the name was not absolutely familiar. I talked for 
five minute© about how the titmouse is a mammal 
with a pointed snout, that he lives in burrows and 
eats insects and has other fascinating habits. I said 
that I remembered his exact number of teeth, be- 
cause I have always tried to cultivate scientific ac- 
curacy of observation." 

" Yes," remarked Myra encouragingly, " that is 
about my own idea, though I feel a trifle more vague 
with regard to details." 

" Then somebody looked in a pocket dictionary and 
interrupted me to say that a titmouse does not live 
in a burrow or have a pointed snout, because it hap- 
pens to be a bird." 

" A bird ! " echoed Myra with a little gasp and a 
giggle as she ducked her head to the shelter of her 
latticed fingers, "but you were right about eating 
insects, weren't you? That ought to be a comfort. 
Did the girls laugh ? Did they laugh — at you ? " 

" They did," corroborated Lydia, " I never felt so 
— • so disconcerted in all my life." 

" What nice words you do use ! " sighed Myra, 
" that's the way I feel quite often, but I have never 
succeeded in expressing it so satisfactorily. I call it 
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cheap. Did — did Miss Ewers commend your sci- 
entific accuracy ? " 

Elinor perceived a quiver of genuine mortification 
under Lydia's reluctant smile and hastened to divert 
Myra's energies. " IVe felt like throwing things 
myself after having an interview with a purring 
critic. She was so afraid of hurting my sensibilities 
that she purred and smoothed, and smoothed and 
purred, till I was bristling all over inside, like a por- 
cupine ready to hurl its quills." 

" A porcupine can't hurl its quills, Elinor Offitt," 
quibbled Myra, "you're discouragingly inaccurate 
for a sophomore, I must say. For such a charming 
granddaughter with the magical smile — that's what 
the seniors say about you. Help, oh, help ! " 

Elinor doubled her fist and Myra danced tantaliz- 
ingly near the door till Ruth with a sweep of one 
long arm lifted her out of the way. " I'm due for 
an essay interview this minute. Wish me joy ! " 

" Oh, you're all right," groaned Myra enviously, 
" because you can really write and they criticize you 
as if you were worth while. What is merely an ex- 
hilarating showerbath to you actually drowns and 
freezes me. I wish my critic would purr a little." 

" That's another pointy" said Lydia in a tone that 
from a smaller person might have sounded fretful, 
"when I went to my interview after luncheon, she 
never even looked around. She just kept on writing 
at her desk until she was ready. She did not even 
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turn around to speak my name," repeated offended 
Miss Howard. 

" If she didn't turn around, undoubtedly she failed 
to realize who you were," spoke Myra in consoling ac- 
cents, while she carried on a lively pantomime out of 
Lydia's range of vision, and Elinor bent her eyes on 
her book in the desperate endeavor not to look. 

" She pulled up her chair and rapped on my knee 
at every sentence of my essay about the Unselfishness 
of Culture, you know." 

" We know now," Myra assured her, meanwhile 
keeping agilely invisible behind her back, while Lydia 
rummaged everywhere for a book borrowed by some 
unconscionable acquaintance. 

" She said it was superficial, insincere, and un- 
true. She said it violated the principles of unity, 
mass, and coherence, and that I must never again 
write on both sides of the sheet* When she asked if 
I understood what I had written, I replied, ^ Per- 
fectly, Miss Padan.' She stared at me in the cool- 
est way and remarked, ^ That is where you have the 
advantage of me, Miss Howard.' " 

Here a queer kind of suffocated explosion from 
Elinor's direction attracted Lydia's vexed attention. 
" Do shut that window or you will catch your death 
of cold. The girls here are inexcusable in falling 
ill on the slightest pretext By the way, if you two 
are going out, will you walk as far as the drug store 
and bring me this prescription ? " 
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Elinor rosily flushed and oddly short of breatH 
was hurrying into her wraps. Myra composed her- 
self. 

" Certainly we will. Elinor, I'm ashamed of you. 
Why can't you listen nicely to the lady? Are you 
under the weather, Lydia ? Why don't you consult 
the doctor here ? " 

" No, I am not sick. This is to be used as a dis- 
infectant in case any of you need it. There is scarlet 
fever in town. As for the doctor, I do not agree 
with her views. When I objected to some medical 
decision, she said that she was too hoarse to argue. 
A physician with a bad cold — note that down ! She 
whispered that I ought to have confidence in men at 
the head of the profession. Must I then surrender 
my right to independent reasoning ? Must I bow to 
the dictates of intellectual autocrats ? " 

" That's what I think in examinations,'' murmured 
Myra. " But, Lydia, you are changing. You used 
to enjoy hygiene and agree with the doctor in every- 
thing and uphold the faculty and — " 

" When I told her what Tiarmful drugs were con- 
tained in that last compound which she gave Euth, 
she said, ^ You know it all, don't you ? ' And then 
she laughed. The rest of the faculty are deteriorat- 
ing also." 

" Um-m," mumbled Myra, glancing around fran- 
tically for a pretext to laugh, " um-m-ahum, oho-ho- 
ho I Doesn't Elinor look funny with — with her hat 
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on ! Her — her coat too — utterly ridiculous 1 Oha- 
ha-ha ! I beg your pardon for smiling, but she does 
amuse me so intensely with that — that collar on 
also. Oho-ho-hol Now she has vanished down the 
staircase. I must run. Good-bye." 

A minute later Myra thrust a moderately solemn 
visage back through a crack of the door. " Oh, ah, 
by the way, Elinor wants to know if the faculty have 
refused to grant the petition for caps and gowns." 

" The question is to be presented this evening in a 
special meeting of the Students' Association. Every 
member must be present. We shall make it unani- 
mous, and then let the faculty reject it if they dare." 

That night after Chapel, when Prexie and the pro- 
fessors and instructors were marching out, leaving 
the students in possession, Lydia saw Euth rise from 
her seat in the front pew of A's and pass down the 
aisle. Lydia intercepted her at the door. 

" Ruth, you must stay to the meeting. It is ex- 
ceedingly important. Every student has a voice in 
this, and the authorities must understand that we 
stand united. It is a question of principle: with 
gowns to hide the shape of the sleeves, the poorer 
girls are relieved of the expense of following the 
fashions. Surely, Ruth, you are not so disloyal and 
unpatriotic and selfish as to grudge this hour for 
public business." 

" You may be my proxie," answered Ruth as she 
paused reluctantly, "honestly, Lydia, I haven't a 
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minute to spare. This evening is the only time I 
have to spend on my article for the Monthly. The 
magazine goes to press to-morrow, and if I fail to 
have this printed I shall not be eligible for election 
on the board when the editors hold their annual 
meeting next week. It is my last chance. I would 
have been in line now if they had not used the edi- 
torial scissors so cruelly. Excuse me, Lydia, but I 
cannot possibly stay to-night." 

" Oh, you must. You are entirely mistaken about 
the annual meeting of the editorial board. It takes 
place in December. That will give you plenty of 
chance to get your article printed. I am well ac- 
quainted with the head junior editor, and she told 
me so herself. I distinctly remember the date. Sit 
down at once, Kuth. I am to present the arguments 
for the petition immediately. Trust my word about 
the Monthly. I know I am right" 

" Are you perfectly sure ? I'd far rather have 
more time, if possible, especially as my head is mud- 
dled from four recitations to-day. If it will please 
you, Lydia, to have me remain, and you are sure ? " 

" Positive — absolutely. She said December with- 
out the smallest doubt. I heard it with my own 
ears. Ruth, don't you think you will enjoy second- 
ing the motion when I make it at the conclusion of 
the discussion ? You must speak quickly. You will 
certainly be thankful that you stayed." 

During exactly forty minutes Euth was thankful 
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that she had stayed, for the debate was Kvely with 
girls hopping and popping up here and there like ex- 
cited jack-in-the-boxes. The current of opinion set 
in more and more strongly toward Lydia's convictions 
till at last, upon her hurried withdrawal and dramatic 
re-entry clad in cap and flowing gown, the petition 
was carried by unanimous acclaim. The cap was ex- 
tremely becoming. 

As the students poured out of the Chapel, Ruth 
was caught in a slow-moving eddy near the door, and 
overheard a whispered admonition. 

" Remember ! Every editor must be in the office 
by nine o'clock. The stuff for the next issue must 
go to the printers to-morrow, and we have not yet de- 
cided on the essay or the pastel. One of the literary 
heads will simply have to get to work and grind out 
a poem for the foot of the second page. We want 
to finish our term in a blaze of glory and hand over 
the old magazine proudly to the new board. They 
are to take hold in December, you know. There are 
some promising candidates for the election next week. 
Don't forget nine o'clock." 

Fifteen minutes later Myra dashed into the library, 
leaving the baize doors swinging behind her, and 
routed out Elinor from her cosy nook in a narrow 
recess between tiers of shelves. 

" Ruth's in trouble. Crazy ! Hair all every 
which way, ink on nose, elbows spread out on desk ! 
Writing like mad! Door locked 1 I jigged and 
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called till she let me in and told me to go away. 
She said she was in a rush to do that essay for the 
magazine because it is her last chance to qualify as a 
candidate. Eyes were wild." 

Elinor regarded Myra calmly before replacing 
her book in its section and leading the way into the 
corridor. 

" Her eyes are generally more or less wild. What 
is that to me ? It is her own fault if she leaves im- 
portant work till the last minute. Geniuses are al- 
ways erratic. If she were systematic like Lydia — " 

" It was Lydia — it's Lydia's fault ! " Myra 
clutched at Elinor's shoulder. " Don't you under- 
stand? Every minute counts. The editors meet in 
half an hour to choose the material for the Monthly, 
and if Euth doesn't get something in this time, she 
will not be eligible for election on the board. She 
lacks nearly a page of the required amount because 
they cut out a lot from her last story. She thought 
she was all ready and qualified till the chief spoke 
to her about it yesterday. And she was going to 
hand in her contribution to-night." 

" Well, why doesn't she ? " 

" Lydia made her stay to the meeting. She said 
one of the editors told her that there would be two 
more issues of the magazine before the annual elec- 
tion. She said that she knew, that she was sure, and 
that Euth must stay. Euth believed her because 
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fibers always getting dates mixed up and Lydia vowed 
it was so. Now she's in a hole." 

" It is Lydia's place to pull her out." 

" Yes, yes, of course, it is ; but she doesn't know 
about it. I can't find her. She has gone off some- 
where with the committee appointed to draw up the 
petition. The editors will meet at nine, and Euth 
will lose her chance, and we've got to do something." 
She stamped her foot. 

" Go and do it then," muttered Elinor perversely, 
but Myra was already darting ahead at sight of Lydia 
hurrying toward the library. 

" Don't stop me, girls. I haven't an instant to 
spare. I am on my way to look up a word in the 
Century dictionary. The petition is working out 
splendidly. Its logic is unanswerable. Nothing 
less than unmitigated tyranny can refuse to grant it. 
What?" 

Myra plunged headlong into her report. Lydia 
listened with deepening gravity. " I am sure I was 
right. I do not comprehend how I could possibly 
have misunderstood. The editor said December dis- 
tinctly." 

" Yes, yes, but it is December when the new board 
takes office, not when it is elected. You made a 
mistake, that's all. And Ruth is scribbling like a 
steam-engine, collar off, pen spluttering — " 

" Myra has a talent for visualizing," commented 
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Elinor, who had drawn nearer in the course of her 
leisurely progress down the hall. 

Lydia was reflecting with serious smooth brow 
and meditative lips. At last she spoke from the 
serene heights of common sense. " The thing to do 
is for me to ask the editors to extend the time until 
ten o'clock before they select contributions for ac- 
ceptance. That will give Ruth another hour to make 
up what she lost in the Students' meeting." 

Myra clapped her hands together. " Good for 
you ! Run as fast as you can to find the chief and 
ril tell Ruth.'' 

Elinor held her back from flight. " Goosie ! wait 
till Lydia comes back with news of whether they'll 
agree to the delay or not. You must not burst in 
upon Ruth again for nothing." 

Myra glared at her for a moment, dazed by the 
shock of conflicting purposes: to go or not to go, to 
yield or rebel. Then she subsided pleasantly upon 
the settee in front of the hatrack, which happened 
to be convenient. 

" All right. You're a funny girl, Elinor. You 
act as if you didn't care a hang whether Ruth fails 
or wins, and next minute you show that you are really 
anxious. What difference does it make to you how 
often Ruth is disturbed ? " 

" No difference whatever," answered Miss Offitt 
airily, " but Lydia is so noble that I felt obliged to 
imitate her in my humble fashion." 
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'* Noble ? " echoed Myra in a mystified tone, " how 
is she noble ? " 

" My dear child I She acknowledges that she has 
been mistaken. She bows her pride to confess her 
error — to the juniors and seniors on the board, and 
she only a sophomore, though a leading one, to be 
sure. That is bitter as gall to a girl who knows 
it all." 

Myra stared thoughtfully at her shoes. " I fre- 
quently acknowledge that I have made mistakes^" she 
remarked, " but then I dare say that's different'' 

" It certainly is," laughed Elinor, " you're not 
Lydia Howard." 

" Lydia would never do anything mean," said 
Myra slowly, " she would never be dishonest or in- 
sincere. Of course she has her faults — I don't ob- 
ject to the defects of the qualities, provided that 
people have the qualities of their defects. And Ruth 
has her faults." She hesitated before glancing up 
quickly. " Elinor, do you like Euth better this year ? 
Sometimes I think you do." 

" Well, I don't ! " Feeling the swift color surge 
to her forehead, Elinor sought refuge in jesting. 
" Pity my blushes," she rubbed her cheek vigorously, 
" and ignore my crimes. Euth is endurable enough, 
so long as I do not have to live with her. But she 
does make me uncomfortable, and I am not magnan- 
imous. She irritates me by being so different from 
the normal person. Her queerness is a liberal edu- 
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cation. The thought of her bothered me all summer, 
though I tried my best to forget her. She makes me 
feel like the guiltiest of wretches for scorning my 
inestimable privileges. I hate to feel uncomforta- 
ble.'^ 

" Maybe it's good for your character," suggested 
Myra with a sober countenance, " just as Lydia's mis- 
takes are good for hers. Ah, there she isl How 
goes it, Lydia ? " 

" The fuss was entirely unnecessary," announced 
the victorious ambassador, her handsome head at its 
most triumphant angle, " they said they would be 
only too glad to wait for Euth's essay, and that I was 
perfectly justified in urging her to remain for the 
meeting. They think more favorably of her for that. 
They agree with me about the deplorable lack of pub- 
lic spirit among women. I knew I was right. Euth 
will never lose any advantage if she trusts to my 
judgment." 

" Did it improve her character ? " murmured Eli- 
nor in Myra's ear. " Impossible." 



CHAPTER IX 



THS JEAIjOrS FATES 



When the petition for permission to wear caps and 
gowns was rejected by the faculty on the ground that 
the desired costume was a relic of medisTalism be- 
sides being reprehensible as deepening the division 
between students and the outside world, Ljdia 
bounced in her seat, shut her teeth, and listened in 
silence to the crestfallen cc»mments. A few even- 
ings later a meeting of the Students' Association was 
summoned to hear a communication from the Presi- 
dent of the College. It informed the student body 
that the faculty were not satisfied with the manner 
in which self-government laws were kept — or rather, 
broken. There was complaint of too frequent ab- 
sence from the Sundav Bible lecture, A number of 
girls habitually disregarded their pledge to exercise 
an hour daily, and many appeared to translate ten 
o'clock as meaning any minute before the stroke of 
eleven. 

The secretaiy had barely finished reading the note, 
before Miss Howard was on her feet; and acknowl- 
edgment from the chair loosened the floodgates of 
her verbal indignation. 

136 
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Were they irresponsible children to be treated even 
with respect to clothes as if still in the kindergarten ? 
Were they babies to be hounded on under espial to 
their duties ? Was this a boarding-school with a fac- 
ulty composed of petty detectives and a constituency 
of narrow-minded girls who delighted in evading a 
multiplicity of rules ? Or were they a body of intel- 
ligent and educated women who had formed an asso- 
ciation for self-government and were abundantly able 
to rule themselves without interference from extra- 
neous authority? 

Myra nestling beside Elinor far back in the 
crowded Chapel sighed with relief as the last sonorous 
polysyllable rolled forth over the motionless heads 
and Miss Howard resumed her place. 

" Elinor," she whispered, " aren't we horribly 
bossed in this college ? No wonder that you wanted 
to go abroad instead ! " She was almost offended 
when Elinor, after a quick glance at her solemnly 
excited face choked suddenly and bent her head while 
the seat shook for several minutes. 

Finally the motion was proposed and carried, in 
spite of Miss Howard's strenuous protests, to select 
student officers for regulating neighborhood lawless- 
ness. Everybody was urged to take her own seat in 
Chapel, and the girl at the head of each pew was 
instructed to keep a record of absences. As regarded 
exercise, the matter was left to their own good sense 
and also to their honor. 
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" And it is the only thing that is left to our honor," 
fumed Lydia in the center of a group of malcontents 
in the corridor afterwards, " promise all you wish to, 
and then have the Association say, ^ The monitor will 
catch you if you don't w^tch out ! ' I intend to with- 
draw my name from the roll. I prefer to be openly 
and honestly under the surveillance of the faculty." 

" But — but. Miss Howard," piped up a freshman 
voice, " you said that law is consistent with liberty. 
It was our first night at college. You said that the 
laws forbid crimes that no well-constituted individual 
wishes to commit, and that similarly our self-govern- 
ment rules prohibit certain acts which the sensible stu- 
dent chooses to avoid of her own good reasonableness. 
I wrote it down in my diary. Are things different 
now ? " 

Lydia certainly was never at a loss to clothe her 
thoughts impressively, padding out the slenderest to 
the proportions of the most rotund. After her con- 
cluding philippic, Myra wandered pensively away to 
the banisters where Ruth lounged with her shoulders 
propped against a pillar and her arms folded across 
her thin chest. 

" I think I shall withdraw my name from the As- 
sociation, too, Ruth," she said, her eyes looking un- 
usually big and serious. " It is dishonest to sanction 
an organization which pretends to false powers. 
That's what Lydia said. If the system is to be called 
self-government, let it be self-governing, with self-im- 
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posed laws. You know, the faculty at the very be- 
ginning ordered the girls to put the three rules about 
exercise, sleep, and Chapel attendance in the consti- 
tution, and every student has to sign it Eeally to 
be true to our principles we ought to refuse to obey 
laws thrust upon us by tyrants. The faculty should 
have no voice in our affairs; and then of course we 
can wear caps and gowns if we vote for them. Lydia 
is awfully reasonable." 

" Awfully," assented Euth, her whimsical dimple 
flickering at the corner of her mouth, " she can reason 
herself all around the block and back again and come 
out right every time. Fancy Lydia a rebel against 
authority! An influence in the community with a 
vengeance! Lydia, the bom and bred conservative, 
law-abiding, punctual, the ideal citizen I " 

" Ah ! " sighed Myra with unconscious wisdom, 
" that was before the faculty rejected the petition — 
and she wanted it hard. Maybe if it had not been 
for running against that snag, she would never have 
found out that self-government is a farce." 

Now that Lydia, whether fortunately or not, had 
made the discovery, incident after incident, episode 
after episode, came trooping to range themselves upon 
her side in her defiance of a paternalistic government. 
The faculty threatened to cut short the Thanksgiving 
recess in future if the students failed to return 
promptly by Saturday night. The trustees denied an 
appeal for round dances at the annual reception. 
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The lady principal suggested that economy in flowers 
and simplicity in dress would be in better taste at 
the Sophomore Party. The steward sent in bills for 
contraband tacks on walls and closet doors at the rate 
of ten cents apiece. The student monitors protested 
against the practice of some earnest scholars who 
went to bed at ten and rose at half -past to study in 
order to keep the letter of the law relating to cuts. 
The oflScial censor of the Monthly blue-marked Ruth's 
first editorial. 

After the Holidays, Lydia returned to College, 
emphatic in her praises of a university which she had 
visited. Chapel there was not compulsory, and the 
men could skip recitations unless on probation. They 
were not required to go to sleep at a specified time — 
(a nursery hour, indeed!). They got up when they 
pleased, and they exercised when they chose, and they 
kept dogs and birds in their rooms — if they wanted 
to, and they had liberty to go to the theater or any- 
where without a chaperon. (At this point Myra told 
her frankly that she did not look very handsome when 
she drew down the comers of her mouth.) 

Miss Howard declared that she was weary of be- 
ing treated like an irresponsible idiot. What was 
self-government itself but a miserable compromise, as 
perhaps she had mentioned before? It would be 
fully as reasonable to inform a child that he was free 
to do as he liked, provided he did this, that, and the 
other thing. 
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" I don't believe the faculty acts so for its own 
sake — or their own sake. Dear me! What num- 
ber is faculty anyhow ? " said Elinor. 

" It's an unlucky number for me," grieved Myra, 
" with examinations almost upon us again. Ruth is 
the only one who has drawn a prize so far. I wish 
Miss Ewers were my particular friend, especially 
when she twinkles her black eyes at me in class. 
Dear Ruth, take me along the next evening you go to 
call. Tell her I improve most amazingly upon inti- 
mate acquaintance. It is better to dawn than to daz- 
zle." 

The four girls were walking over a country road 
that winter afternoon. On either side lay snowy 
fields sparkling in the sunlight, each stalk of grass 
and brown weed springing from a tiny mound of 
white at its base. On the ridge beyond the billowy 
levels, rocks showed dark faces softly hooded with 
fluff amid evergreens that had shaken their branches 
partly free from the bending weight; for the snow 
had lain long enough to make good sleighing. 

" She says that you are a refreshing young per- 
son," said Ruth, stepping out of the trodden way at 
the sound of jingling bells behind them. 

Gloom over the dubious adjective had barely begun 
to settle over the glowing face before it was dispelled 
by the flooding sunshine of a new idea. 

" Girls, let's catch on ! It's lots of fun to ride on 
the runners," and she was off in pursuit of the farm- 
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er's &led. The driver halted with a kindly invita- 
tion to jump in. Elinor gazed, a bit scandalized, till 
her tentative glance at Lydia revealed an astonishing 
light of approval. 

" In the universities the men are supposed to do 
unconventional things continually. It is part of the 
beauty," she was running now, " and — free — dom 
of — un — der — grad — u — ate — life." And she 
clambered into the rough vehicle. 

Tall Ruth followed, her sleeves and skirts flapping 
in the speed of her long stride so that she looked as 
if blowing to pieces. She arrived just as swift-footed 
Elinor went diving over the back into the straw at the 
bottom. " Doesn't this seem good ! " she sighed, " I 
am so tired ! " 

The driver chirruped to his horses, and away they 
all jingled, stray locks blowing about wind-tinted 
faces, eyes laughing, tongues calling — at least, My- 
ra's tongue was calling — " Oh, girls, isn't it fun I " 

They passed several groups of students who stood 
aside from the road while the gay party sped by. 
Some stared at glimpse of the familiar figures, and 
others waved their hands. At the lake, where a few 
score were skating in the cleared space at one end, 
Myra sent a whoop ringing across the ice. The an- 
swering smiles and envious nods shone after them as 
far as the Lodge gates. Springing to the ground, 
with enthusiastic thanks to the hospitable farmer, 
they hurried on down the snow-walled path to the 
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dormitory. Ruth dimpled at an overheard colloquy : 
" Did you see those sophomorea on that wood-sled ? " 

" Yes, but it's all right, I'm quite sure. Miss 
Howard was one of them." 

By the next evening punging, as it was called, was 
undoubtedly the fashion. On every road roundabout, 
drivers of sleighs were besieged by crowds of laugh- 
ing girls. Clinging forms swayed on the runners of 
swift cutters, and rows of snowy shoes hung over the 
sides of box-sleds. Forgotten hand-sleds were hauled 
out from the store-rooms beneath the buildings, and 
started on fresh careers of friskiness. The array of 
skaters upon the little lake was notably diminished. 

Three days of this sufficed to bring forth a placard 
upon the bulletin board : 

" The attention of the college authorities has been 
called to the fact that some of our students have been 
asking strangers both within and without the college 
grounds to give them rides, or to allow them to fasten 
their sleds to wagons or sleighs. 

" The students are reminded that requests of this 
kind, though made for the sake of a frolic, are quite 
as much out of order when there is sleighing as when 
there is none, and that in making them they are ex- 
posing themselves and the college to very unpleasant 
but not unjustifiable criticism." 

" I wonder what Lydia says to this," commented 
Elinor, pausing on her way to the library when she 
found Myra, with her pad propped against a pillar, 
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busily copying the notice for her memorabilia scrap- 
book. " I think it is just about rights tactful and 
dignified and true." 

" She said, ' Boarding school ! ' " replied Myra 
with a comical little snort of imitation contempt, 
" she said it sort of languidly as if she were getting 
worn out trying to raise the standard all by herself. 
This kind of thing makes me weary too," added the 
young lady, heaving a tumultuous sigh of utter ex- 
haustion. 

" But, Myra, now honestly don't you think punging 
was a mistake? I haven't dared to mention it in 
letters home. Fancy our begging rides anywhere 
else ! " 

" It's the unconventional freedom of undergradu- 
ate life," began Myra, ready as ever for a logical dis- 
pute, ^' it's the principle of — " 

"Girls, I am going punging this afternoon," 
sounded Lydia's voice distinct and vibrant behind 
them, " would you like to go with me ? " 

Two seniors standing near regarded her curiously. 
Her head in its becoming toque was held well back 
in a strikingly self-estimable pose, as Myra called it. 
Her chin was lifted at its most resolute angle. In 
the depths of her dark eyes smouldered the steady 
fires of unconquerable rebellion against oppression. 
Myra saw them. 

" Crackie ! " she muttered softly, torn between ad- 
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miration and prudent memories of her freshman year, 
" what if you should meet Prexie ? " 

The determined chin went up a few inches higher. 
" Are we babies — " 

" Oh, no, no ! " Myra hastened to reassure her, 
" but we belong to this college and bear its name, and 
people certainly criticize it for what we do. Don't 
you remember all those horrid newspaper jokes about 
chewing gum and sliding down the banisters ? It's a 
question of reputation." 

"•GkK)d-bye," Lydia flung back over her shoulder, 
" sorry you won't go." 

" I did my best," said Myra virtuously and then 
stepped over to a window to send a longing gaze after 
the valiant figure stalking away down the snowy 
path. " Wouldn't it be fun to go punging in such a 
splendid storm! Jingle-bells, jingle-bells — " 

Elinor patted her elbow. " You were all right. 
It does make a difference whether a person is a mem- 
ber of an institution or is just herself alone. We 
have to show respect for the rights of ownership. 
Didn't you read that novel where the heroine began 
to take better care of her lovely hair after she was 
married and realized that she belonged to somebody 
else, hair and everything. She was responsible to 
him." Elinor paused for a reflective moment before 
adding with sudden energy, " I hate responsibility." 

" Same here." Myra heaved a sigh. " I never 
felt so when I was only a freshman, Nobody ex- 
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pected anything of us, but now — " the blank was el- 
oquent, " I suppose that the best we can do, being 
sophomores, is to put on our rubber boots and go to 
meet Lydia the next hour." 

The next hour saw the two girls, wearing gymna- 
sium suits under their pretty cravenette coats, trudg- 
ing along the snowy road. They seemed shut in alone 
together from all the world by a wall of soft white 
flakes falling ceaselessly. Myra ploughed through the 
drifts and turned up her face to watch the myriads of 
specks fluttering down endlessly from the boundless 
gray sky above. They melted in cool kisses on brow 
and cheek and chin. Elinor chose to walk in the 
wheel-ruts and hold her long coat just high enough 
to hinder the flakes from floating into the tops of her 
boots. She had not much reserve strength and tired 
quickly under such conditions. She grew silent and 
plodded on more and more slowly as the snow deep- 
ened underfoot At last she cried for mercy. 

" Myra, I can't go a yard farther. How do you 
manage to be so brisk and lively at this time of year 
with the examinations coming next week ? " 

" I never hurt myself studying," she answered with 
an extra joyous hop into the middle of a fluff-filled 
ditch, " neither did my mother ; that's one reason. 
Very well, we'll start back, if you say so. I dare 
say Lady Lydia can take care of herself. Ah ! " she 
cocked her head to listen, " quick, Elinor, jump out 
of the way. There's a sleigh coming fast." 



The Jealous Fates 147 

Elinor sprang aside barely in time as from the 
blind chaos of snow-flakes around them a horse pushed 
into their tiny world, trotted with swift muffled hoof- 
beats across their field of vision, and vanished with 
the sleigh behind him into the vastness beyond. 

" It was Lydia," gasped Myra, " on the seat — 
with a baby in her arms.'' 

" The man looked like a farmer," said Elinor, 
shaking the icy drops from her lashes, " they're going 
toward the town. She'll be late for dinner." 

Myra wondered all the way back to the college, but 
Elinor was too much exhausted to contribute conjec- 
tures. Her mind was divided between the hope of 
finding a dry place where she might sit down to rest 
and the vision of her mother's disappointment if she 
should happen to fail in the impending examinations. 
When at last she dragged herself into the study and 
sank upon the couch, she was too tired to think of 
going to dinner. Consequently she was the sole oc- 
cupant of the room when Lydia entered, flushed and 
bright-eyed, erect and energetic, with her most con- 
spicuous air of executive ability rampant. 

" What ! Are you under the weather again ? El- 
inor, I am certainly disappointed in the way you 
carry your work this year. There is no need for 
anybody to be sick if the proper care is taken. Are 
you sure that you could not conquer this weakness 
if you tried conscientiously ? I am positive that in 
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many cases it is a mere matter of will-power. Loot 
at me. Have you ever known me to fall ill ? " 

Elinor said nothing for a minute, except perhaps 
two or three words very low in confidence to the 
pillow at her side.. Then she gathered her facul- 
ties together and half sat up. " I'm only tired from 
tramping through the snow with Myra, We saw 
you pass in a sleigh. Did you have any adventures 
while punging? Myra had her nose glued to the 
window for an hour before she went to dinner. There 
she comes now. They must have had rice-pudding 
for dessert, and she willingly sacrifices it to her 
anxiety for you." 

Myra dashed in. " I knew you had come. I felt 
the frost still eddying in the alleyway. Oh, Lydia, 
where was it? How was it? What was it? When 
was it? Who was the baby? Did you get kid- 
napped ? Did you pung ? Did you have a runaway ? 
Did you get dinner in town? I'm simply crazy to 
hear all about everything. Did Prexie see you ? " 

" I don't know, I assure you. Do you imagine 
that I watched the sidewalks, especially as they were 
invisible in the storm. I rode out into the country 
several miles in a wood-sled, and stopped at a farm- 
house to warm my hands. The farmer's wife and 
five children were feverish and had sore throats and 
other interesting symptoms. I advised him to buy 
a chest of homeopathic remedies and engage a nurse, 
as scarlet fever is all over town. He harnessed up, 
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and I brought the baby in for his sister to keep till 
the others get well. I promised to send her a pam- 
phlet on the care of children. Such ignorant persons 
do not know the first laws of health. If they would 
pay attention to proper air and food and exercise 
and bathing, their systems would never become de- 
vitalized enough to afford a foothold for germs." 

" But, Lydia," objected Ruth, who had strolled 
in during this speech and noticed an exasperated 
twitch of Elinor's fingers, " even the best informed 
people cannot always prevent disease. Consider all 
the worn-out doctors and dyspeptic professors. Some 
girls are not started out with robust constitutions 
in their babyhood. Others overstep the limits be- 
fore they are aware. I used to think that I was 
made of iron and could work indefinitely until I 
found out otherwise. Even you ought not to take 
unnecessary risks." 

Lydia smiled condescendingly. " You thought 
you were made of iron ; I am made of iron." 

" Oh, cr — r " began Myra and suddenly broke 

off her expletive in the middle, from disgust at its 
feebleness before Lydia's splendid self-confidence, 
" oh, you are," she subsided weakly, " well, there's 
the gong for Chapel. Let's run along." 

Before following the two others she darted back 
to drop a kiss on Elinor's ear and caught a petulant 
little cry, " Wouldn't I be glad to see her knocked 
out just once ! " 
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However, as fate decreed, it was Elinor herself 
who was knocked out by the strain of examinations, 
and spent a day or so in bed. At noon of the second 
day <Lydia drew Ruth into the hall and threatened 
to send for the doctor. 

" There's nothing the matter except last week's 
examinations," remonstrated Ruth from the heights 
— or depths — of her own experience, " she'll be 
around to-morrow." 

Lydia leaned against the wall in a limp posture 
markedly different from her customary brisk erect- 
ness. She brushed her hand across her brow with a 
weary motion that struck Ruth's surprised attention. 

" Girls are so foolish about allowing slight emer- 
gencies to upset their equilibrium. College should 
teach them poise, balance, common-sense. Three 
seniors are down with scarlet fever, and some fresh- 
men have been sent home. Elinor ought to be more 
prudent." 

Myra in the doorway opened her eyes at the sound 
of a fretful note in the mellow tones. " I am never 
ill, and yet I take examinations and carry the ordi- 
nary amount of work and this extra bother over 
the Trig play is enough to make a wooden head whirl 
round and round." She half raised her hand toward 
her forehead, but lowered it quickly at a restraining 
recollection of her principles. " It is a mere question 
of will-power. I don't give up when I have an ache 
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or a pain, for the sake of being petted and coddled 
and fed on steak and toast.'' 

" I don't think you're nice, one bit ! " sputtered 
Myra, headlong to the defence, " just because you're 
strong and well and everything, you haven't any 
sympathy or understanding or anything. It would 
do you good to catch scarlet fever or something, and 
I just wish you would, so there ! " 

Lydia accepted this in such peculiar silence — not 
her ordinary regardlessness of inferior planets, but 
rather dazed and dumb, as if she barely compre- 
hended the hurrying words — that Myra veered even 
more swiftly than usual to contrition. " I wish you 
weren't so provoking," she grumbled, " but Elinor 
doesn't collapse for fun — not by a j — ^jug — — not 
by a carafe-ful ! " 

" You certainly are improving," laughed Ruth ; 
but Lydia did not seem to notice. 

The afternoon stretched out endless and dark be- 
fore her. Wearily she plodded from one recitation 
to another. She did not skip even the hour in the 
gymnasium, though the task of putting on her suit 
and tying the sailor's knot at her throat loomed up 
in anticipation as a tremendous exertion. During 
dinner when the others commented on her lack of ap- 
petite, she felt a burning of the eyes, and rose hastily 
to withdraw before the senseless blush could spread 
higher into sight. While plodding slowly up to her 
room, she heard steps following, and summoned all 
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her forces to move with characteristic buoyancy. 
Each foot dragged as if weighted with a pound of 
lead. How heavy her head was ! Was it really bend- 
ing first to one side, then to the other ? The corridor 
reached on and on, the rubber matting apparently 
rising in gray waves that tumbled like the ocean. She 
feared that she might stumble over the next billow, 
for her feet grew heavier and heavier. 

Then somebody's arm slid around her; and she 
leaned back, conscious only of the blessedness of being 
supported. Ruth's fragile strength failed under the 
burden ; and Lydia sank gradually to the floor. Sit- 
ting there in a relaxed heap she looked up mistily at 
the anxious face bending above her. 

" I can't get up," she moaned ; " I don't even want 
to try. Oh, what is the matter with me ? " 

When Myra heard that Lydia had been taken to 
the scarlet fever ward in the infirmary, even while 
her eyes were yet rounded in awed sympathy, she 
rushed away to beg a can of tar from the janitor. 
Upon being set to simmer in her best fudge-pan, it 
caught fire promptly and was flung blazing out of 
the window, while a black column of smoke rolled 
through the transom into the corridor. 

" What would Lydia say ? " asked Elinor, leaning 
out to see where the tar was casting up a final flicker 
from its dark spot on the snow. 

" She would say," began Myra, and interrupted 
herself to put her head out of the door in response 
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to a hail of knocks. " No, it isn't a fire. It's tar — 
a disinfectant — reasonable precautions, and so forth. 
Ruth, dear, kind, sweet Ruth, please write a sign 
about that tar and pin it outside, will you ? I'm get- 
ting hoarse already. She would say that it i&n't any 
of the faculty's business anyhow ; but I know I shall 
be called up to explain to-morrow. The ceiling does 
look rather sooty." 

" Poor Lydia ! " murmured Elinor, and paused, 
smitten by the idea that this was a novel epithet for 
superior Miss Howard ; " it means six weeks in the 
infirmary." 

" And losing all the fun of Trig Ceremonies and 
Valentine's Day and Washington's Birthday and the 
Third Hall Play and Easter and concerts and — ^" 

"And her work,'^ put in Ruth, soberly, thankful 
that she as well had not been taken captive by some 
mischievous-minded germ. 

" She'll know how it feels now," said Elinor ; and 
then glanced up guiltily from under her lashes to see 
if the others had noticed the unexpected little ring of 
exultation in her voice. 



CHAPTER X 

VALENTIOTGS 
I 

February 10. 
My Deab Lydia Howabd: 

Good morning again, and the world goes wagging 
on, with everything delightful except for that vacant 
room across the hall. Miss Ewers inquired after you 
very particularly to-day, and said that she missed 
your influence in the class-room. The other girls, 
you know, resent her bluntness; they say that she 
treats them like chairs : draws them out and then sits 
on them. Her theory is that they should be taught 
not to regard criticism of their work as a personal 
insult Yesterday when Elinor made a vague recita- 
tion based on impressions and opinions instead of 
facts. Miss Ewers rebuked her method rather sharply 
and then launched into a general lecture on the worth-, 
lessness of surface knowledge. Elinor listened atten- 
tively, though she seemed a little pale. She even 
smiled a bit while we were pressing through the door 
afterward, but I saw her lip twitch once or twice, 
and she hurried ahead of us down the corridor. She 
is too sensitive for this rough world. She must have 
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been the kind of a child that suffers if her mother 
forgets to smile, EverythiDg used to hurt me, too, 
but I have been trying for many years now to teach 
myself not to care. It takes a deal of philosophizing, 
the main tenet of which would be of no value to Eli- 
nor because she has a different aim in life. My aim, 
you know, is to learn how to give adequate expression 
to impressions. And so even the impressions that 
bite moat deeply are welcome after the first sting is 
over. Elinor has no such compensation. Her only 
recompense for the excess of pain is the corresponding 
intensity of power to enjoy. Her headaches are al- 
ways worse than Myra'a ; but Myra has far less capac- 
ity to win happiness from music, for instance. Myra 
says she simply loves music when she can have a nice 
soft pillow behind her head in a comer of a pew in 
the gallery. 

Ruth. 

n 

February 11. 
Holloa, Ltdia! 

Everything is all right except that we miss you 
heaps, especially at the table. Ruth sits in your place 
and does pretty well until an idea strikes her in the 
middle of serving a dish. Then she drops the spoon, 
rises, and walks out in dazed and lofty silence, while 
Elinor or somebody picks it up and goes on ladling 
out the oysters or ice cream or whatever it happens 
to be. 



r 
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I haven't much time to write now, because Valen- 
tine's Day is coming and the senior who receives the 
most will be given a prize for popularity. Ruth's 
going to write some poetry for me to send. Elinor 
says it is silly to talk about feelings, but then I don't 
believe she ever really admired a person away above 
her in an upper class — particularly when you aren't 
well enough acquainted to do things for her or say 
you like her except in poems. 

Good-bye, Lydia ! There's the bell, and I haven't 
looked at my literature yet. Elinor tells me that it 
takes two hours to read a play of Shakespeare's. Just 
watch me scamper through one in the next forty min- 
utes. People make me tired by being afraid of super- 
ficiality. I think it is like consistency, which Emer- 
son says is the ' hobgoblin of little minds,' you remem- 
ber. I love Emerson — I have read three of his 
essays besides that one we analyzed when we were 
freshmen. The one on Gifts is fine^ and quotations 
from it will be splendid to send with valentine flowers. 
To return to superficiality, what is the surface of a 
thing for if it is not to protect the interior ? If it had 
been meant that we should dig and dive below the 
surface, why were we created with skins? I call it 
prying. I have also another profound thought : if it 
had been meant that we should provide for the future, 
the future would have been revealed to us. But I 
can't see ahead into the next hour, can I? Maybe 
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Miss Ewers will lecture instead of asking us to dis- 
cuss the play. 

Myba. 

in 

February 12. 
Dear Lydia : 

The size of a hole left by a Person of Public Spirit 
when she goes into retirement almost persuades me 
to serve on a committee the next time I am invited. 
More girls than I can name have been asking after 
you. Euth is taking very complete notes in English, 
and I do the same in history and Latin, so that you 
will not have much diflSculty in making up what you 
have lost. Myra proposed that we send you a box of 
candy for a valentine, because once a boy sent her 
one and she appreciated it Ruth was appalled. 
" But Lydia is sick I '^ she cried, " and you weren't, 
were you ? " 

" No," answered Myra thoughtfully ; " that is, not 
until afterwards." 

I wish that you were able to hear and see the art 
lectures now being given twice a week, though you 
will have another chance year after next, I believe. 
Some day I intend to own copies of several of the 
pictures that were thrown on the sheet by the lantern, 
but at present I am in love with sculpture. I want a 
Victory Tying Her Sandal. You may have noticed 
the bas-relief on the wall near Niobe in the Art Gal- 
lery. Myra jeers at my taste ; she says that my favor- 
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ite Venus has no arms, mj adorable Winged Victory 
has no head^ and this last pet has no hands, no head, 
and only a portion of a foot, — that she has nothing 
except lines of drapery. But oh, Ly dia ! Those lines ! 
I could look at them all day. The other thing I want 
most just now is a large carbon photograph of the 
head of Hermes. The Greek professor has one in her 
room, — and, Lydia, I want one like it It is a com- 
fort to talk to a person who cannot answer back for 
fear of carrying contagion. See ! Aren't you pleased 
to catch a glimpse of the silver lining already ? 

Elinob. 

IV 

February 13. 
Peat?. Lydia: 

It is Ruth's turn to write, but she has gone to town 
in a frightful snow-storm, and Elinor is worried 
cranky, and I have three more poems to compose be- 
fore to-night I wonder if there is any other rhyme 
for sweet besides beat, cheat, cleat, deplete, eat, de- 
feat, meet, feet — Dear, dear! are there twenty- 
seven letters in the alphabet ? Do you think it would 
be too sentimental to say something about her hair ? 
Ruth showed me verses about ^ curling golden tendrils 
of her hair,' and ^ swift laughter's curved surprise ' 
and ^ frost-ferns fair,' and so forth. I told her that 
she would need to change it, because my senior has 
smooth black hair, not crinkly like Elinor's. Maybe 
Ruth was thinking of Elinor when she composed that 
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valentine. It sounds like that. The storm is worse 
than ever and makes the room so dark that I must 
stop writing. A girl has just come in to groan over 
her disappointment in not going home to-night to 
attend a tea where she was to have met a famous 
sculptor. All the trains are hours late, and it won't 
be safe for her to start. I wish Euth would come. 
Maybe the trolley line is snowed up. Elinor is talk- 
ing to the girl about marble, and so on. I don't like 
cold white things; I like color. My senior has the 
loveliest rosy cheeks and snapping dark eyes. Elinor 
is walking up and down and staring out of the win- 
dow. 

Myba. 

Ni 

February 14. 
DsAB Lydia: 

Was it you who sent me that lovely, lovely valen- 
tine ? It must have been you. I don't know how, 
but perhaps you had the nurse write to your mother 
to buy it for me. The package came by express this 
very day — St. Valentine's Day. My beautiful, 
beautiful Victory, forever bending to tie her sandal, 
before me always ! And Hermes the beautiful upon 
my wall ! I hate to leave them, even for an ice-cream 
dinner. You should see me hurry back after each 
ab&ence. Lydia, I love you. 

Elinob. 
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VI 

February 15. 
DuAB Lydia: 

I am sorry Myra worried you about the storm. I 
was safe enough. You see, I had an errand in New 
York, and took the earliest train without notifying 
the girls. They thought I merely went to town. The 
snow delayed my return, especially as I was late in 
starting back, as the search for the Victory and 
Hermes took longer than I had expected. The other 
day I noticed how intensely Elinor admired the relief 
and the photograph. For a long time I have been 
hoping and wondering what I could do to please her. 
She has always seemed to me so rare and fine and 
precious that the sight of her and the thought of her 
are unending delight. I have wanted so much to ex- 
press it somehow or other. And she is pleased. I 
never before saw her so happy in anything. She ap- 
pears to believe that they are valentine gifts from 
you. Don't let her find out that I sent them until 
she thinks of it for herself. 

Ruth. 

vn 

February 16. 
Deabest Old Lydia: 

The honors are out, and what do you suppose? 
My senior is on the list! She's the one to whom I 
introduced my freshmen at the reception last fall. 
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and she said, " I believe I know these young ladies, 
but may I ask who you are ? " You see, I had as- 
sumed that she did not possess a memory for faces 
and so would take it for granted that she had met me 
and then forgotten about it. I have liked her ever 
since, because sincerity is my chosen trait — at least, 
it is just at present. I admire different qualities at 
different times, according to circumstances. I sent 
her eleven valentines to help her get the most in the 
class, but another senior received five more. I was 
so provoked, for I might have copied out a dozen 
sonnets from Ward's English Poets just as easily as 
not, and that would have been all right if I added 
quotation marks. Last Sunday evening I sat beside 
her in chapel and sang out of the same hymn book. 
She has the loveliest gruffest voice I ever heard ! 

Last night there was an informal leap-year dance 
in the gym. I danced once with her ; and toward the 
end, while I was waiting around near the door, 
Elinor kept whispering, " Thou beautiful ! " when- 
ever I looked at her. One of the valentines was 
" Thou beautiful, thou carest noc that I bow at thy 
shrine," and so forth. Ruth helped me with the 
rhymes. I warned Elinor that I would twist her 
nose if she said it again. She put her hand over her 
face and said it again just as the senior came toward 
us. Elinor jumped up with, " Oh, horrors ! Fm 
sitting on her things I " She must have heard, for 
she was smiling at the comers of her mouth. I 
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walked up close to Elinor and twisted her nose, and 
she said, " Two girls saw you. You have disgraced 
me ! " and then we came home and mended stockings 
and sewed on buttons' and ate fudges. 

Elinor thinks a lot of that banged-up slab of plas- 
ter and the ancient old party called Hermes. Maybe 
I would have cared for such art myself if I had taken 
the classical course. It's a queer notion of Elinor's 
to believe that you caused such an original valentine 
to be sent to her. I don't mean that you couldn't do 
original things, but you simply wouldn't think of 
them, that's all. And then, besides, you have the 
scarlet fever. I am positive that Ruth did it, even 
if she can't afford it. But Elinor doesn't want to 
believe that> and so she won't. 

Myka. 
VIII 

February 17. 
Dbab Lydia: 

Myra has instructed me to skip feelings and 
thoughts in letters to our exile and tell about real live 
facts. She says to omit scenery also, because you can 
get all you want of that by looking out of the window 
or picking up a book of poetry. When I ask her what 
important historical events have taken place since the 
last bulletin, she replies that Fraulein has the cold 
of her life and all the girls are delighted over her 
little cough and shivers and handkerchief flourishes. 
They say that now she will feel some sympathy when 
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they complain about the icy breezes that ahe haa Wed 
to have swirl through the clasa-room. Myra adds 
that another valuable item of news is the fact that 
she and Elinor went to call on Misa Ewers last night, 
and it took them exactly twenty-three minutes to screw 
up courage to knock. I can imagine how they did it, 
pushing each other toward the door, scurrying away, 
making bold little runs forward and frightened dashes 
back to the safety of the main corridor. It seema 
strange for anybody to be timid about calling on Miss 
Ewers. She is so sincere that the visitor can always 
feel the firm ground underfoot, and knows surely 
whether she is welcome or not That, to my mind, ia 
far more comfortable and truly courteous than the 
effusive sweetness that may hide any emotion from 
genuine pleasure to shrinking disgust at sight of the 
guest. However, Elinor, I believe, disagrees with 
me on this point. 

Ruth. 
IX 

February 18. 
My Dear Ltdia : 

Pardon me rfor that mistake about the Victory and 
the Hermes. It seems that Ruth was the one who 
sent them. Miss Ewers told me the other evening. 
I have not spoken of it -to Ruth yet, but I shall do so 
soon. I am afraid that she could ill spare the money. 
The doctor tells us that you will be in good shape 
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again after the Easter vacation, and we look forward 
eagerly to having our Lydia with us once more, 

Elikqb. 
X 

February 19. 
Dbabest Old Teximp of a Lydia: 

Oh, dear! Why isn't everybody solid and steady 
and serene like you ? Elinor has been in a r^ular 
tantrum, though of course she tried not to show it. 
She is angry all the way through because Ruth gave 
her things that cost money when she couldn't afford 
it, and Elinor says it puts her under obligations to a 
girl whom she doesn't like, and Ruth had no right to 
do it, and it shows exceedingly poor taste and lack of 
judgment and positive dishonesty because a student 
who is going through college on borrowed money, such 
as a scholarship, is perfectly unjustified in making 
extravagant gifts. She doesn't talk like that to Ruth 
naturally, because Elinor cannot bear to hurt any- 
body's feelings. She was lovely to Ruth, and if I 
hadn't heard her raging beforehand I might really 
have supposed she was glad that she had given them 
to her. Ruth looked so pleased that I felt the tears 
jump into my eyes and I ran. Elinor shouldn't be 
so terribly insincere. When I told her so in private, 
she asked if I advised her to speak to Ruth with 
absolute candor, and oh, dear me ! I don't believe I 
do, do you ? 

Elinor says that if consistency is a hobgoblin, sin- 
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cerity is a superstition ; and if it had been intended 
that we should be entirely frank about everything our 
heads would have been created transparent with the 
thoughts floating around all labeled and everything. 
Her arguments sound sophistical and I know she is 
not acting right, but I am too much bothered to reason 
it out just now. I wish you would hurry to get well 
and help. Elinor was awfully anxious when we 
thought Euth was lost in the storm. She seems to 
blame her for that, too, and everything. I never 
dreamed that she could be so resentful. I wish she 
wouldn't 

Myra. 



CHAPTER XI 

THE MELLOWING OF LYDLAl 

As soon as Lydia was out of quarantine, she was 
spirited away to recuperate at home during the spring 
vacation. She returned after Easter to such an en- 
thusiastic welcome that for once she was at a loss and 
could only beam speechlessly at the circle of affec- 
tionate faces. However, as Myra expressed it, nobody 
else could beam quite so satisfactorily as Lydia, words 
or no words. Such overwhelming attentions were 
embarrassing, she smiled, when the following after- 
noon Myra and Elinor hurried away to the woods to 
bring her the longest-stemmed violets from a certain 
shady nook. An April storm sent them wading home- 
ward, while branches snapped and crashed around 
them, and level sheets of rain drove under their single 
umbrella. 

When warm and dry in their woolly bathrobes, 
Myra spoke up musingly. " Elinor, she never said 
one syllable about the foolishness of risking a drench- 
ing and tramping two miles to find flowers exactly 
like those that grow right here in the swamp beyond 
the orchard. She is changed." 

" I saw her open her mouth once and then shut it 
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again," said Elinor; "even if she is not changed 
herself, such indecision shows that she is able to 
change her mind. If Lydia vacillates — " 

" Girls," Euth slipped in from the corridor, " Lydia 
wants to know if you won't please take a few drops 
of camphor to counteract the chill." 

" If we won't please take it ? " echoed Myra, " why, 
of course we will if she isn't any stronger than that 
It doesn't sound like Lydia in the least. The last 
time she gave me sugar pills, another girl noticed 
the name on the bottle and warned me that belladonna 
dwarfs the brain. Lydia was so sarcastic ! She said 
that because some people with naturally diminutive 
brains ate belladonna to make their eyes bright^ that 
was no reason for slandering the drug. Hasn't she 
corrected you yet for a solitary fault, Ruth ? " 

" No," replied Euth as she tidily emptied the water 
out of Myra's shoes and set them near Elinor's be- 
side the register, " she has not informed me even once 
that my hair was on the point of falling down. You 
know how rebellious it is without being compensa- 
tingly curly," she added with a wistful glance at the 
two graceful heads bending close together over the 
bowl of violets. 

" I'm pretty fond of Lydia myself," murmured 
Myra, lifting her eyes and fixing them mournfully 
upon a discarded tin box under the tea-table. " Do 
you suppose that she brought any wafers or cake op 
salted almonds from home this time ? I'm starving/* 
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Elinor fidgeted uneasily, disturbed by the impres- 
sion that somebody ought to say something flattering 
in response to Euth's remark. Any self-depreciation 
always seemed to her shyly instinctive reserve as if 
it were an invitation for a consolatory compliment 
She looked up with a smile. 

" You have an artistic head, shape and all, inside 
and out. I wouldn't object to trading." 

Myra's surprised glance traveled from one to the 
other, and then, to Elinor's unutterable relief, for 
Myra's capability of candor was a thing to shudder 
at, she began to jeer : " Ho ! trade the inside of your 
head for the inside of Euth's ! That would be a bar- 
gain for one of you. As for the outside, I heard a 
junior say that you had the best head for doing up 
hair on in the whole college. Listen ! The — best — 
head — for — doing — up — • hair — on." 

Then the avenger descended upon her. 

The instant Euth had gone, Myra turned upon her 
companion. " Elinor Offitt, what earthly excuse did 
you have for telling such a whopper ? " 

" Well, it is artistic," protested Elinor defensively. 
" Haven't you seen pictures of peasants and all sorts 
of queer heads by the old masters ? It doesn't have 
to be beautiful." 

" You said you wouldn't object to trading. And 
you know very well it would kill you to have such a 
high forehead and extraordinary features, not pretty 
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at all except when sometimes her expression is almost 
' "jautiful. Why did you say it ? " 

" Because," she hesitated ; then desperately, " oh, 
LiCause it pleases her so!" 

" My — my soul and conscience — specially con- 
ience ! " ejaculated Myra, and was silent for the 
ace of seven seconds before an illuminating conjec- 
re smote words from her shocked tongue. " You're 
raid she'll find out." 

" Yes," said Elinor soberly, " I am afraid she will 
fii'.d out. I can't help disliking her, but it would 
h irt her to know it ; and she has suffered so much 
already." Her slender fingers were absently draw- 
ing from the bowl one violet after another and laying 
them with even stems along the edge of the table. 
" Though she never speaks about her childhood, any- 
body can see that it was unhappy. She was the sen- 
sitive kind — I know. When I was only three I 
sobbed all night long because mother slapped my 
hands for being naughty. It was such an awful feel- 
ing of being alone because she did not understand or 
love me any more. I am worried about mother this 
spring because she is not very well. I wonder where 
Ruth's mother — " Elinor paused and changed the 
subject abruptly. " It is none of our business any- 
how, and she would tell us if she wished us to know. 
Myra, smell of these woodsy delicious things. 
They're so different from summer flowers — daisies, 
for instance. By the way, have you heard from ad- 
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miring friends that you may be a candidate to help 
carry the daisy chain on Class Day ? " 
-H " You may be another," said Myra in prompt re- 
tort, " and the class will elect all six in a week or so. 
There are plenty of girls who wouldn't mind march- 
ing at the head of the procession with that big fluffy 
rope of flowers looped over their shoulders. Our 
mothers will be glad. Maybe Lydia will be sopho- 
more marshal because she can walk with an air. Do 
you notice how fine and white her skin is ? I wish I 
could peel too. I wonder if scarlet fever is improving 
to the character as well as the complexion." 

The next morning brought signs that the disease 
was indeed of ethical value also. While strolling 
nonchalantly down the hall, Myra met Lydia, who 
had been roused from her early dusting by the noise 
of thumping and pounding in the direction of the 
double. 

" They're locked in," Myra explained carelessly. 
"When I was trying to make my bed Elinor kept 
bothering and Ruth shook my pillow out of its case, 
and things like that. At present they are meditating 
over their sins — that's what causes the racket 
Here's the key if you really want it. It doesn't sig^ 
nify to me one way or the other." 

The moment the catch was freed, the door flew 
open and a pillow hurtled smotheringly into Lydia's 
astonished face. 

" Oh, pardon me ! " gasped Elinor, " we thought it 
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was Myra/' and she darted down the corridor in pur- 
suit of that mocking young person at the staircase. 

" Why, Lydia's actually laughing without a single 
word concerning silly tricks ! " exclaimed Myra after 
escaping demurely from the expostulations of a nerv- 
ous housekeeper; " it frightens me." 

" Last year I wondered at times if she were not 
too far above this little college world ever to catch the 
human spirit of it. Dear me ! Listen 1 What is the 
pretext for this swelling tumult ? " 

A freshman had come scampering up the stairs and 
flown into another's arms with a joyous shriek of, 
" No math to-day ! No math ! " A third appeared 
with, " What's all this uproar about ? You're dis- 
turbing your neighbors." " No algebra to-day ! No 
algebra ! " Jaws fell in surprise and hands shot up 
in delight They ran on screaming, " No math ! No 
math ! " Girls popped out on every side and besieged 
the messenger with ecstatically incredulous questions. 
One student threw her book out of the window and 
immediately rushed down to rescue it after thus fit- 
tingly venting her emotion. Another freshman mur- 
mured that she was sorry and then precipitately re- 
tired before the avalanche of wrath. 

Myra and Elinor squeezed each other unobtru- 
sively. " Ah, don't we remember 1 It's the lesson 
on the nth power of exponents. Poor things 1 " sighed 
Elinor. 

Myra clutched her elbow. *^ Look ! Gaze I Be- 
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hold ! Lydia is smiling in sympathy. Smiling — in 
— sympathy — with — those — - riotous — children ! 
And her laundry-bag is hanging on her door-knob! 
See! Stare! Ogle! In short, contemplate it! Her 
laundry has been returned for once. That means she 
counted it wrong or neglected to mark some article. 
Mine has come back five or six times. She told me 
I was inexcusably heedless. She told me that last 
year. To-day is this year. She has made a mistake 
in her laundry. She is human. She isn^t perfect. 
Elinor Offitt, my dear young and giddy friend, I 
guess she'll live." 

" Oh, I hope so," responded Elinor abstractedly. 
" Myra, do you realize that we are seventeen years 
old ? " 

" Going on eighteen," she grieved ; " isn't it terri- 
ble ! I don't feel old one bit" 

" Ruth tries to join in. But she doesn't quite know 
how. Maybe she was always solitary and never 
learned to play with other children." 

" She says that we behave as if we were about six 
and ten respectively." 

" Does she indeed ? " Elinor drew herself up 
slightly. Always peculiarly susceptible to criticism, 
she was growing especially quick to resent the slight- 
est hint of it from this particular quarter. She felt 
half unconsciously that her graciousness toward Ruth 
cost her enough effort to deserve unqualified admira- 
tion in return. " But then I dare say that she really 
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is not to blame for taking college with such intense 
seriousness. The light touch, the delicate tasting of 
life, depends upon heredity and early circum- 
stances — " 

" Elinor," broke in Myra unexpectedly, " at first 
I thought Lydia was a snob because she seemed so 
superior and condescending, but it was only her way. 
She is truly unselfish and democratic and not con- 
ceited in her heart. It is you who are snobbish. Yes, 
you are in spite of that charmingly diflSdent manner 
of yours. Only a genuine bom snob could look down 
on anybody as you look down on Ruth. Is it her 
fault that she is different from the other girls ? Such 
an unpardonable crime ! Is it her fault that she has 
not been so carefully reared as you? Is it her 
fault — " 

" Nothing is anybody's fault," interrupted Elinor. 
" There's always some excuse for everything — hered- 
ity and environment, disposition and temperament 
and will. Often I sit down and wish hard for some- 
body whom I can blame up and down, inside and out. 
I do get so tired of making allowances. Lydia isn't 
entirely responsible for her lack of humor. You 
mustn't blame me because I was too much of a cow- 
ard to let the doctor prick my finger for a drop of 
blood in physiology. My mother never could bear to 
be hurt either. You, yourself, even if you do carp so 
blindly at your humble friend, you are not to be con- 
demned therefore. The atmosphere of this hyper- 



174 Elinor^s College Career 

critical place contaminates your simple mind. And 
anyhow I do not look down on Ruth. I admire her 
ability immensely." 

" How noble of you ! Oh, come, Elinor, Fm tired 
of scolding you. And anyhow it isn't as if Ruth 
didn't have Miss Ewers to care for most. Let's talk 
about what we shall wear if we are elected to carry 
the daisy chain." 

As affairs turned out the two girls were indeed 
among the six sophomores chosen for this distinction. 
The class-meeting was held on the morning of the 
day appointed for their Tree Ceremonies. Elinor 
was on the committee which had selected the tree to 
be adopted that evening. She was too busy with ar- 
rangements for the exercises to notice that Myra 
seemed to be sharing with Ruth a mysterious secret 
which kept her preoccupied and alert every minute of 
the afternoon that she did not spend in trotting to 
and from the telephone office in the main building. 

In the sweet-scented May dusk the sophomores fell 
into line at one of the rear doors. Half of them were 
men in shirtwaists, " galluses," and big straw hats. 
Half were women wearing calico aprons and the same 
kind of hats tied in pokes and adorned with roses and 
ribbons. Lydia marched at the head, brandishing a 
long curtain-pole to the rhythm of their step, as they 
tramped two by two past the windows banked with 
faces to the tree out upon the lawn, where a lantern 
cast a dim circle of light from a limb. 
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First the class president rose to make a speech. 
Then Ruth, who had been chosen orator of the occa- 
sion mounted a cirackerbox-rostrum and delivered a 
nonsensical harangue, every sentence of which was 
snatched away in a round of cheering, clapping, 
groaning, and howling. 

Myra yelled with zeal and vehemence till she ob- 
served that the girl immediately in front of her 
glanced around smiling at each wild free burst of 
appreciation. Then she remained silent for a few 
minutes and presently discovered to her own amaze- 
ment that her throat was commencing to rasp huskily. 
During the applause at the end she managed to writhe 
her way back through the crowd to Elinor, who was 
standing farther in the shadows. Just as she was 
explaining in dramatic pantomime her loss of the 
power of speech, she caught a whisper from a group 
passing on to join the procession again. 

" Isn't it silly ! Some of the daisy-chain girls tele- 
graphed home as soon as they were elected." 

" Vanitas vanitatum. Chosen for their good looks 
and because they can walk well. Toot, toot ! Maybe 
they'll have their names put in the papers exactly as 
the seniors do every year when the honor-list is an- 
nounced. Why n^t ? Brains and beauty — " 

Myra hastily dragged Elinor beyond hearing. 
" Mean old things ! She wanted to be appointed 
herself and hinted around. Oh, well, Ruth says — 
Why, heigho ! Hulloa, Elinor, listen ! My voice has 
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come back. It was indignation did it. Hurry! 
There the procession starts for the gym. We'll get 
left if we hang around this tree any longer. And it 
is all right to telegraph the news home. Don't you 
forget that. Run ! " 

In the gymnasium Lydia still wad mistress c. cere- 
monies, and conducted the dancing. Even Ruth could 
take part in the figures which seemed to consist 
mainly of balancing your partner and skipping 
around in a circle. When they frisked through an 
intricate composition entitled on the spur of the mo- 
ment " The girl I left behind me," Myra saved up 
enough breath to exclaim that she was the girl; for 
she invariably started in by slipping down and sliding 
in an easy curve after her strong-wristed partner. 

After that, they skipped in polka step around the 
room, taking off their big hats every time they passed 
the popular principal who had entered late for a 
glimpse of the frolic. At last with rousing cheers 
from hoarse throats, the provident ones stuffed their 
overall pockets full of surplus peanuts and stick-candy 
before departing. Wonderful to relate ! Miss How- 
ard did not utter one contemptuous word about ad- 
ministrative tyranny, although the clock marked only 
half-past nine when the ball was over. 

Myra and Elinor were met by freshmen friends 
who had watched the gymnasium's lighted windows 
from the quiet dormitory. They came trooping out 
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to examine the costumes and were generously supplied 
with the embezzled provisions. 

" I should feel frightfully selfish if I ate it all/' 
Myra assured them, while Elinor taunted her, " Oho ! 
so you're not made of iron either, are you ? Was it 
but one short year ago that you inquired so earnestly 
why I stopped before the stuff was gone ? It isn't al- 
ways only darting pains, is it ? Oh, no ! " 

" Oh, wise one ! '' declaimed the rakish young per- 
son in blue denim, her hat flopping over one curl- 
hidden ear, " also magnanimous one ! I forgive thee. 
Restrain thy gratitude. Furthermore, let's run back 
to the gym to get a pitcherful of that red lemonade 
for these poor famishing children." 

They were barely in time to empty the last of the 
precious beverage from the tallest can before the 
janitor extinguished the gas. Skipping back across 
the moon-lighted lawn, they scampered past Lydia 
in the lower corridor and tore by Ruth, who was 
slowly mounting the stairs. 

At the head of the flight they almost bumped into 
the messenger girl, who was hastening springily down 
the corridor, a yellow envelope in her hand. 

" Oh, Miss Offitt," she called, halting at sight of 
them, " this is for you." 

All the color dropped from Elinor's face, leaving it 
like marble. She put one hand behind her, feeling 
blindly for the support of the banisters. She reached 
out the other for the envelope. 
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" Thank you," she said and stood looking at it. 

Myra, who had beckoned to the freshmen in mis- 
chievous joy, suddenly saw the expression in her eyes. 

" Elinor ! " she cried sharply, " Elinor, don't ! It's 
all right ! It's from your — " 

" Mother — isn't — well. She — isn't strong." 
Elinor's chest was beginning to heave. 

" Silly ! Tear it open ! Read it quick ! It's noth- 
ing but a reply to our telegram. Ruth and I sent her 
word about the daisy-chain. We knew she would be 
glad. It's congratulations." 

" Oh ! " said Elinor, and read the telegram. She 
could feel the faces turned toward her. She caught 
her lip between her teeth; then with a quick effort 
she glanced up brightly. " Yes, it is from mother. 
She is delighted. Aren't mothers perfectly lovely 
about such things ! Isn't it funny of them, and dear, 
to care ! " 

Ten minutes later Myra clutched her on the thresh- 
old of her bedroom. " You are angry with us. I 
saw it. You were frightened. It was our fault. We 
meant to please you." 

" No," said Elinor wearily, " you are mistaken. I 
am not angry with you or with Ruth. But I am 
ashamed. I am so ashamed ! " 

" Ashamed ? " 

" Yes. Didn't you hear what those girls were say- 
ing out under the tree ? We were chosen because we 
look well enough to walk at the head of the Class Day 



The Mellowing of Lydia 179 

procession. Mother telephoned to the paper and it 
published the news on the front page. Everybody 
will think that I was so puffed up at the glorious 
award that I sent the telegram." 

Myra drew back and stared at her soberly. " Well," 
she said at last, " I don't know. Maybe it's proper 
pride and all that, or else diffidence and such nice 
scruples, but I think myself it's mean to be asliamed." 



CHAPTEK XII 

HUMBLE FIB 

" Why, Myra Dickinson ! What is the matter with 
your chin ? " exclaimed Elinor as she entered the 
study after the final recitation of the year. 

Myra smiled as blandly as she could with a bandage 
swathing her jaw. " In a moment of temporary 
aberration," she explained, " I washed my face and 
happened to rub off the skin with a rough towel." 

" Were you rubbing for your sins ? Dear, dearie, 
oh ! And Class Day coming in ten days." 

" V6. like to rub it all off," she muttered desper- 
ately. " IVe been counting the freckles and there 
are eleven whole ones, though you and I have been 
so careful about parasols all the spring. I almost 
wish I had caught the scarlet fever and were all 
peeled off nicely now. The girls at school used to 
long to catch typhoid in hopes that their hair would 
come in curly afterward. I wonder how Lydia — ^" 

'^ ^ Heigho, daisies and buttercups, 

ft 

Pair yellow daffodils stately and tall ! " 

hummed Elinor, leaning on the sill, chin in hand. 
^' ' When the wind wakes, how they rock in the 
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graflses I ' Isn't it the loveliest day ! Yet here I 
grovel in the shackles of prejudice, conscience, super- 
stition. I've simply got to squander my young life 
in digging up oceans of history for those tiresome 
old exams next week." 

"You can't dig up oceans^ Elinor Offitt," inter- 
rupted Myra in her most aggravating tone. " I won- 
der if Lydia's new gown for Class Day isn't a little 
too filmy and delicate for her style. The belt is 
rather snug. She is more afraid than ever of growing 
fat." 

" She'll never be f at^ but always large — superb, 
with a presence. Did you read in that advertising 
leaflet the other day that people who are fat and 
wish to become thin should eat less and oftener, while 
those who are thin and wish to become fat should 
eat oftener and less ? " 

" Did it say that ? How interesting ! " Myra re- 
flected. " Oh, you ignoramus, they must both do the 
same thing. You're deceiving me." 

" No, it's true. The object is to recover normal 
health, which produces neither abnormal fat nor ab- 
normal lean. And there you are, as James says." 

" Ruth thinks that Henry James is altogether too 
dependent on punctuation. Ruth argues — " 

" Ruth me no Ruths. I'm aweary, aweary — • and 
anyhow I do wish that she weren't such a vandal 
about picking bushels of wildflowers and even dig- 
ging up the dear woodsy things and planting them in 
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old tin cans on her window-ledge. When she waters 
them the streamlets trickle down over the bricks and 
make a nice looking set of streaks for visitors to note 
when Prexie is showing them the buildings. She has 
the least sense I " 

" But you told her that the May baskets she hung 
on your door were perfectly lovely. That little pen- 
tagon of twigs which she made herself with the starry 
arbutus twining around — that was exquisite. She 
gave Miss Ewers the prettiest and you the next. The 
windflowers she said were like you — coloring of a 
flower and delicacy of a fern. You are always criti- 
cizing Ruth in your mind. Nothing about her pleases 
you. As for the flowers she digs up, she carries them 
back to plant again in the woods when they have 
finished blooming. The only thing I don't like in 
you is that attitude toward Euth. Elinor, what makes 
you ? You took a prejudice against her at the first 
sight because she looked queer, I suppose, and you 
are deathly afraid of anything conspicuous. Lately 
I do believe that you are fighting against the chance 
that maybe you will begin to like her some day. 
You're queer yourself." 

Elinor decided to laugh. She glanced around lan- 
guidly. " What a philosopher and analytical at that ! 
College has utterly spoiled the round-faced youngster. 
Taken to character study, have you ? Diving under 
the surface, are you ? What, as you yourself have so 
brilliantly queried, is the surface for if it is not to 
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protect the interior ? Take me as I am, or leave me. 
Ah ! will you put your head out of this window and 
smell that whiff of roses from the garden ? Consider 
Lydia, the noble example. She takes herself as she 
is and lives satisfied. If you intend to be moderately 
happy you absolutely must keep on good terms with 
yourself because you are obliged to associate with* 
that lady so frequently. Lydia is contented with 
herself; she never tries to curl her glossy hair; she 
never diets — " 

" Girls ! " Ruth walked steadily into the room 
and stood there for half a minute in blank silence be- 
fore her muscles suddenly gave way and she dropped 
limp on the couch. 

" Oh ! " she moaned, both hands pressed to her 
chest, " oh, oh, oh ! " 

Elinor looked at her without moving, except for a 
quivering of the eyelids. Myra, however, who had 
reliable nerves, ran for a pitcher of water and had it 
poised to fling in a generous deluge when Ruth be- 
gan to laugh. 

" What is the matter with your chin ? " She bur- 
ied her head in a pillow. " Do leave me alone for a 
minute, please." 

A quick flash of anger sprang into Elinor's eyes. 
What right had Ruth to terrify them like that over 
nothing, and then to laugh? She glanced down re- 
sentfully at her hands, which trembled a little as 
she lifted them from the window-ledge. 
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Ruth sat up weakly. " It'a Lydia. Will you go 
to see if she needs anything, Elinor? I am a bit 
shaky yet — ^all right in a few minutes. She isn't 
very well. Perhaps she is worse again. Oh, run, run ! 
But don't call the doctor unless you have to. She 
made me promise." 

Half a minute later Ruth opened her eyes to find 
herself alone. Just then Myra darted back and, 
noticing the relaxed muscles and white face, jumped 
for the pitcher again. Ruth stirred barely in time to 
prevent the downpour. 

" She's pretty well, Ruth, don't worry." Myra 
knelt beside the couch and patted the thin arm sooth- 
ingly. " She says not to tell the doctor or anybody. 
She's pale but smiling a little, and she promises to 
see a doctor in town as soon as she can move. She 
doegn't want the girls or the faculty or anybody here 
to find out about it. She is so ashamed." 

" Myra, dear, you will be very careful." 

" Oh, my, yes ! Why, I wouldn't be a sieve for 
anything. The mere hint of such an accident as this 
might send the rumor whirling through the entire 
college and out into the newspapers — the newspa- 
pers, Ruth — that a student here had — had taken 
poison — ^" 

" It was a mistake," exclaimed Ruth quickly ; " she 
took the wrong bottle." 

" Yes, yes, I know, but Elinor says the papers al- 
ways get things mixed up, and the yellowest ones 
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could color it into such a startling story. How would 
it sound? A college girl wished to take a doso of 
salts to keep her thin for Glass Day, and she swal- 
lowed poison instead. She swallowed so much that 
it saved her life, you know. If it had been just a 
little less — " 

" She screamed. It hurt like knives in her throat." 
iluth put her fingers to her own throat for an instant. 

" Be sure not to tell anybody — not anybody, 
Kuthie. Lydia would be so ashamed ! " One small 
hand was twisting the fringe of a pillow. " She 
would be so ashamed, and — and — " A sob caught 
in the unsteady voice. " Oh, Ruthie, I wish I could 
be ashamed instead. I am so much more used to it" 

Elinor, slipping in at this moment, overheard this 
last speech and treasured it up for future discussion. 
On the way to breakfast on Class Day morning she 
seized an opening for the argument. 

" No, I shan't be ashamed to walk with you in the 
procession this afternoon, even if you do have a new 
freckle on your nose. By the way, Myra, why did 
you tell me once that it was mean to be ashamed, and 
another time you talked as if you rather approved of 
Lydia's being ashamed, or at least you didn't con- 
sider it mean in her ? " 

" Did I ? How you cherish my words I I am flat- 
tered." She curtseyed mischievously. " Listen ! 
The oracle explains on the spur of the moment. It 
was mean in you to be ashamed of a deed that wasn't 
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wrong and that gave your mother pleasure. And it 
wasn't mean in Lydia, because anybody has a right 
to be ashamed of doing anything so silly. It has im- 
proved her a heap. I'm homesick for a rebuke. If 
only she would commence to lay down the law again, 
it might seem like the good old times. I don't want 
to be a dignified junior." 

Euth, sauntering up to them, overheard the last 
sentence. " You needn't worry for fear of that," she 
said drily. " What were you two doing at the con- 
cert last night ? " 

" Nothing much — only mesmerizing people down- 
stairs so as to inspire them to look up at us. It is 
the greatest fun ! Some of them toss their heads like 
restive ponies rebelling against the power of the hu- 
man eye, but they gave in finally. The self-conscious 
ones are the easiest Several really glared at us. 
Miss Ewers smiled." 

" Miss Ewers advises me to make up German dur- 
ing the summer and enter the advanced class in the 
fall," observed Ruth inattentively as they slipped 
into their seats at the table. 

" Are you sure that you are strong enough to do 
that?" inquired Elinor with sympathetic recollec- 
tion of the way she had been pushed on while pre- 
paring for college. 

" Miss Ewers has such abounding health herself," 
put in Myra, " that the harder a girl works, the bet- 
ter she likes it" 
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" Still it is probable that when the lour years are 
over I shall be glad of following her suggestion." 

Lydia, who had breakfasted as punctually as ever, 
even on this gala morning, was folding her napkin. 
" Probably you will," she commented, " provided that 
you survive the strain, physical and mental. Girls 
are so ambitious that they ignore their own limita- 
tions, and overstep the danger line before they are 
aware. Life is a see-saw of energy and exhaustion. 
Summer is for resting." 

" Oh, me ! oh, my 1 " Myra's hands flew up in mock 
amazement. "Was that her voice? Was that my 
lady's voice? The voice that spoke so short a time 
ago when I selected snaps 1 It did not mention any 
dread that I might not survive. Isn't she wrought 
of iron ? " 

" Hush, rattlepate ! " chided Elinor with an invis- 
ible but effective tweak of her wrist. Lydia braced 
herself for a magnanimous acknowledgment. 

" I know, girls, that I have made mistakes, quan- 
tities of them, but I'm learning. I don't believe," 
she lifted her eyes for a square gaze into the vivid 
faces, " that people who never make mistakes need to 
come to college at all." 

" Noble friend ! " approved Myra, rising to deposit 
an encouraging pat on the erect head. " By the way, 
what is this queer little knob of hair in the middle 
of your forehead ? " 

A large and capable hand shot hastily upward to 
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seize the kid-wrapped lock and unroll it rapidly. " I 
am certainly embarrassed," she laughed. " I intended 
to experiment with waves for to-day. Somebody says 
that curls always harmonize better with fluffy filmy 
gowns than smooth bands. I forgot this one. Why 
didn't you tell me, Ruth, when you said good morn- 
ing?" 

" I did observe it," replied Ruth, surveying her in 
mild perplexity, " and it impressed me as a trifle 
curious. However, I assumed that it was a new kind 
of puff or something of the sort" 

" And you omitted to mention it because you could 
not conscientiously praise the effect," murmured Eli- 
nor sotto voce, 

Myra's arms slid around Lydia's neck in a bear- 
hug. " You're improving just too fast for anything ! 
Elinor and I'll have to race to catch up. Come on, 
Elinor, let's start now." She touched the slender 
elbow. "Flannels in June! For the love of 
heaven — " 

" No, Myra, dear child, I do it for the love of 
earth," corrected Elinor sweetly. " It is c-c-cold, the 
thermometer says." 

" For the love of this big beautiful earth," whis- 
pered Ruth, her eyes on the daisy-starred field that 
stretched before the dining-room windows. 

" For the love of this big beautiful earth," echoed 
Myra, skipping dovm the corridor. " Heigho, Elinor, 
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we're pretty happy, aren't we ? We're pretty happy 
all the time." 

" You were pretty happy in the gallery last night, 
weren't you ? " queried a sarcastic junior as she cir- 
cumspectly edged farther away in passing. 

" Oh, oh, oh ! " jeered Myra, dancing in pursuit 
and flapping her sleeves tauntingly till the audacious 
junior fled for refuge into her own room. " Oh, Eli- 
nor, next year, we must be good, good, good! We 
must be so good that everybody will be terribly dis- 
appointed. 

Later in the morning, when the four girls had wan- 
dered out to gather daisies for the chain, Lydia re- 
peated absently to herself as she cut the long-stemmed 
blossoms, every stroke of the shears a triumph of 
executive ability, every orderly bunch an evidence of 
a well-balanced mind : " For the love of this big 
beautiful earth. For the love of this big beautiful 
earth with all sorts of people on it." She paused a 
moment to watch Elinor and Myra racing to capture 
the tallest white-petalled beauties. Then she turned 
to Ruth, who was clipping with erratic generosity in 
a distressingly unmathematical circle. 

" I think, Ruth," she said, " that I will go in and 
help with the chain." 

" Why ? " asked Ruth idly, frowning over a dis- 
tasteful vision of the dark lower room, musky from 
the odor of daisies in pails and tubs. " There are 
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plenty of sophomores in there already tying the flow- 
ers to the long rope." 

"I don't know," answered Lydia hesitatingly; 
" but it is so much pleasanter out here in the sunshine 
that perhaps I ought to go in." 

Euth, glancing up quickly, caught a new expres- 
sion of sweetness that somehow caused the velvety 
eyes to seem deeper than their wont as they gazed 
upward at the gracious summer clouds. 

" That was never one of your faults," she returned 
ambiguously, only to be interrupted by the other two 
wobbling merrily nearer. They see-sawed apart and 
then together, their parasols bumping jovially, great 
sheaves of flowers drifting over their arms. 

" Well, six and ten, what's the joke now ? " 

" Lydia," declared Myra solemnly, " you were 
looking at the sky — the plain simple sky. We saw 
you. Don't deny it. You weren't looking down at 
anything — not even your work. It is an event ! An 
epoch! An era! Do, dear, dear Lydia, put it in 
your notebook right away smack off bang ! " 

Euth was smiling at her softly. " There is . more 
than that to be written in the notebook." 

" Oh, mercy me ! " cried Elinor, flinging her dai- 
sies far and wide. " These yellow centers are all cov- 
ered with horrid little crawly bugs ! " 
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CHAPTER XIII 

BOOM FOB CONTBMPOEABIBS 

The corridors were lined with trunks and alive 
with girls flying in and out of their rooms. Here 
was one lifting a tray of crisp white ruffles. There 
another unfolding herself cautiously from a pro- 
longed investigation of the deepest recesses rose with 
a pile of books tottering on one arm. A third un- 
wrapped tissue paper from a flower-laden hat with 
such tender care that a fastidious freshman who was 
passing at the moment decided on the spot that she 
was an awfully nice girl because she knew how to 
treat pretty things. 

Euth strolled into sight, her hands full of radiant 
nasturtiums, and paused to sympathize with a sopho- 
more who was mournfully scraping bits of glass and 
raspberry jam from a woolly tam-o'shanter. A great 
rattling of castors beyond the transverse proclaimed 
the triumphant return of a searching party; and 
Myra and Elinor straightway appeared trundling a 
couch-frame by a long cord. 

" Everybody keeps asking if we are settled yet,'^ 
complained Myra, rubbing her palm where the string 
had reddened it, " till we are too tired even to smile." 
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She began to sit down gingerly for a rest on the edge 
of the frame, which promptly tilted, depositing her 
on the floor and sending the opposite side threaten- 
ingly into the air over her head. Elinor, springing 
nimbly to the rescue, pushed it back into stable posi- 
tion with a bang. 

" See here, Myra Dickinson, this is my couch and 
cost me two dollars and a quarter. In future you 
will kindly teeter-totter on your own property." 

" You broke my steamer-chair," grumbled Myra 
as she propped her weary self against the wall, " and 
yet I put a cheerful courage on." 

" Ho ! Put a cheerful courage on, did you ? Be- 
cause I happened to be underneath when it went 
down, that's why. It wouldn't have ripped at all if 
you hadn't tried to sit on my lap." 

" Dear, dear ! You two are certainly worn out. 
Run up to the orchard for a change. Never so many 
apples left before, and girls gathering them in scrap- 
baskets ! The garden is sweetrsweet-sweet." 

" That sounds like a bird," said Elinor with a 
keen glance at the face that seemed to glow under its 
pallor. " You're glad to get back this year too, aren't 
you ? It is a beautiful place, as places go. I won- 
der if you care for the mode of life here or just the 
work. Imagine it a house-party or a summer resort 
with the same people and community intercourse but 
no insistent work. Would you still love it ? " 

" * Blessed is the man,' " quoted Ruth lightly, 
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" * who has found his work. Let him ask no other 
happiness/ " 

" Ah, yes, but Carlyle doesn't say, ^ Blessed is the 
woman/ " Elinor stooped with apparent careless- 
ness to pick up the loop of cord. " Work isn't 
enough for a woman, you know. By the way, has 
Miss Ewers come yet ? " 

" I haven't seen her," answered the happy voice, 
^' she ought to arrive at any hour now." Ruth held 
the spicy flowers before her shining eyes. She was 
carrying these blossoms to put as a welcome in the 
room of this friend. For their junior year the other 
girls had chosen a suite for three on the fourth floor, 
with Ruth in a single on the fifth at the head of a 
neighboring stairway. All through the lonely sum- 
mer Ruth had looked forward joyously to the pros- 
pect of living in that single, for was not Miss Ewers' 
room close by ? She would see her every day. 

" I'm quite fond of Miss Ewers myself," remarked 
Myra graciously, " we'll have her in for fudges every 
little while and help break up the monotony of being 
a faculty with no fun going on. Isn't it lovely to be 
a junior ! Everybody says it is the best year of all." 

Here the bumping rumble of trucks sounded from 
the elevator; and Lydia appeared with a cast of 
Venus under one arm, a pillow under the other, while 
she marshaled a procession of her household goods 
drawn by two meek-shouldered men. She halted for 
a word, though her anxious gaze continued to accom- 
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pany the desk that lolled unsteadily upon a packing- 
box, at intervals bestowing sly kicks against the tea- 
table in front 

" Girls, isn't it provoking ! Mies Ewers is not 
coming back this year." 

There was a moment of silence. Then Elinor's 
hands fell with a thud upon the trunk at her side, 
and Myra stammered, " B-b-but how did you hear ? " 

" I don't believe it," said Euth slowly as if to her- 
self. " I don't believe it. It isn't true. It isn't 
true." The flowers in her grasp sent forth a spicier 
fragrance from their bruised petals. 

" It's true enough. Mrs. Vernon has just received 
a telegram to say that Miss Ewers has accepted a sud- 
den call to another college. Better position, higher 
pay, more chance of advance, and so on. She's gone, 
that's all. The seniors are disgust/^d. What is it> 
Elinor ? " for slender fingers had grasped her wrist 
with aching pressure. She followed Elinor's warn- 
ing glance. 

" Euth, I didn't think. Do you care so much as 
that? Oh, Euth, she is only a woman like all the 
rest of us. We are here with you. We are your 
friends. We won't let you miss her. Her suc- 
cessor is a famous teacher. The English course will 
be better than ever," 

Euth swayed in her place and brushed her hands 
across her eyes, the flowers dropping unregarded. 
*^ It isn't true," she repeated dully, " I don't believe 
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it It can't be true. It can't, it can't, I tell you. 
I don't believe it. Lydia is always making mis- 
takes." 

Lydia's brows lifted in indignant amazement. 
" Do you think that if it were only a rumor — " 

" Hush ! " Elinor laid a finger on her lips. 
" She's dazed. It was a shock, didn't you see ? She 
doesn't even hear us. We mustn't let her go away 
by herself. There, she almost staggered. Come, 
Myra." 

They sped after the hurrying figure. Elinor 
reached her first end slipped a firm arm around her 
waist. Ruth pushed her violently away. 

" Leave me alone ! " 

Myra sprang forward barely in time to save Elinor 
from falling, but Euth passed swiftly on without a 
backward glance. 

Then followed twilight days for Ruth when the 
girls were like vague forms gliding by at a mistily in- 
different distance. She seemed to have forgotten 
how to smile. The voluble regret of other students 
irritated her, worn and nervous as she was after her 
exhausting summer newspaper work. 

One afternoon Myra raced up the tower stairs and 
rattled the knob of Ruth's locked door. The older 
girl rose from the bed, where she had been lying 
face downward, and turned the key. Then stepping 
quickly to the high window, she stood with her elbows 
on the sill, her face set steadfastly toward the purple 
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hills beyond the hazy river. Taken aback at sight 
of the forbidding posture, Myra paused for an 
abashed moment. Then with a eonfidingness that 
had been nourished by her petted home life, she 
moved nearer and reached out to pat one limp hand. 

" I know how you feel, Ruth, I know exactly how 
you feel." 

After a minute of maddening exasperation Ruth 
snatched it away. " You do it merely to be kind, 
and I wish you would leave me alone." 

Myra drew back with a hurt little gasp and stood 
watching the desperately averted profile. A sudden 
piteous quiver of the compressed lips won her to hur- 
rying words. " Euth, we do love you — all of us. 
We didn't at first maybe so much," she explained 
honestly, " because you seemed so different from 
everybody else. But now it wouldn't be our crowd 
at all without you. Lydia says that you are one of 
the finest girls in college and she fully expects to be 
proud to claim acquaintance some day. Elinor de- 
clares that you have wonderful ability, though — 
though — oh, well, she admires you tremendously 
even if she doesn't understand you. I'm awfully 
fond of you, Ruth. Why, the new freshmen have 
heard of you. I saw one point you out to another 
yesterday, and — " 

" I used to believe that Miss Ewers cared for me," 
cried the sore heart, "but she went away without a 
thought of how — how I'd feel. She has written 
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only once, and she speaks about her energy being lim- 
ited. That means that she does not wish to keep up 
a correspondence. She — she likes the other college 
better — and the other girls." 

Myra hesitated, her worried glance traveling from 
the white bedspread to the bare washstand, from the 
dusty desk to the curtainless window. An empty 
rose-bowl showed its dingy facets on the stone-ledge 
brushed by sprays of scarlet woodbine. Euth's favor- 
ite picture leaned its glass against the wall at her 
feet. She did not care how her room looked this 
year. 

Myra inhaled a long preparatory breath. " You 
won't mind, please, Euth, if I — if I say something 
you may not like. Somebody told me this once, and 
I do believe it is true. A teacher who has seen hun- 
dreds of students come and go every year simply can- 
not care for all who admire her. She has got to hold 
herself indifferent Oh, of course,'' she added hastily 
at sign of an out-thrown protesting hand, " she likes 
some better than others — far better — but don't you 
see it isn't the same? She has her own friends — 
has had them for years and years and years. And 
so I think that you ought to try to care most for your 
contemporaries. Don't you remember what Emerson 
says in Compensation about letting old angels ^go 
that archangels may come in ? ' You have always 
been so much absorbed in Miss Ewers that you neg- 
lected others. I'm quite sure that new friends will 
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come to take her place. And anyhow even if she 
loved you better than her own contemporaries, still 
you could not ask her to give up such an opportunity 
as this ? " 

" Don^t I know that ? " exclaimed Ruth impa- 
tiently, " but it — it hurts." A silence ; then : " I 
never have anything," she burst out in passionate re- 
sentment, "you and Elinor and Lydia have every- 
thing — father and mother, brothers and sisters, 
homes and friends and money and all you want. But 
I — just when I find one friend dearer than the rest 

— who might take the place of all the rest — I — I 

— lose her. It is not fair. It is not just." She 
shut her teeth and stared drearily away across the 
river to the unchanging hills. 

Myra swallowed hard twice. Was it always so dis- 
couraging to attempt to console people? After all, 
her sermon had not done one bit of good. Whenever 
she wanted to help persons, she made them feel worse 
than ever, and — and — Ruth talked dreadfully. 
Here she caught her breath hard and burying her 
face in Ruth's skirt sobbed so heart-brokenly that the 
original mourner found herself thrust into the rol0 
of comforter. 

" You little goose ! " she pleaded with caressing 
pats and awkwardly soothing hugs, " now stop that, 
won't you ? You ought to stay away from this 
grumpy individual till she recovers from the blues 
by herself. I won't mind after a while — perhaps. 
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You see, I had planned for special work with Miss — 
Miss Ewers, and it takes time to adjust my ideas. It 
helps a lot to have you so sweet to me. Don't worry 
any more about it, you little idiot ! " 

At this point swift steps fled lightly through the 
corridor below and mounted the stairs that seemed to 
creak more joyously under the winged tread. A tap 
at the door was followed by a vision of Elinor. Her 
bright face shadowed for a fleeting instant at glimpse 
of the tears. Myra glanced at her, and quickly the 
grieving comers of her mouth curved in delighted 
greeting. 

" Something nice has happened," she sighed ex- 
pectantly, tucking her damp handkerchief into a ball 
and nestling her head farther into the hollow of 
Euth's arm. " Go on ; I'm all right. Don't you 
bother." 

" No, it hasn't happened yet, but it will happen, 
I'm sure. Euth, it's a chance for you. One of the 
big magazines is oflfering a prize for the best story 
by a college student. You can do it. You can win 
it. Think of what that will mean ! The announce- 
ment is published to-day. As soon as I saw it, I 
came a-running." 

Ten minutes later Myra's heels clattered in swift 
staccato down the narrow stairs in her favorite rapid 
transit fashion. Dashing after Elinor she overtook 
her at the entrance to their study. 

" You've made her happy, nice girl I Nice sweet 
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dear girl ! I want to hug you. She looked as if the 
sun had suddenly broken through the clouds. Funny 
person ! Fickle, I call it, to forget Miss Ewers just 
because of an old magazine prize offer." 

"She- doesn't forget her, but there is no use in 
brooding ; and this will occupy her thoughts. I know 
how it is to grow melancholy when I haven't things 
to distract my mind and keep me busy, I am very 
glad I noticed the announcement." 

" So am I. So is Euth." In her joyous circling 
around her friend Myra managed to deposit a kiss 
on the tip of her ear. " You're improving, too, same 
as Lydia. And Ruth looked at you — did you ob- 
serve how she looked at you ? " 

" Why, no ! " Elinor lifted her lashes in innocent 
questioning, but the iris seemed cloudy again as if 
withdrawn behind a veil. 

" Well, she looked at you as if she liked you a lot 
— more than she likes me — 'most as much as she 
always liked Miss Ewers. You've always been sec- 
ond, and now I guess you're going to be first. I'm 
jealous." 

Elinor pressed her lips together. 

" Yes, sir, I'm jealous. Here I liked you best 
from the very first glimpse I had of your curly head 
and charming smile and nice low ladylike voice. 
Though of course I didn't see your voice exactly, but 
I heard it and I liked it and I like you, and Euth 
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needn't think she is going to have more than a third 
of you or maybe half a third — " 

" I do wish you would hush up ! " fretted Elinor, 
" you're getting sillier and sillier every day that you 
live. And she did push me away from her that first 
day — you know she did." 



CHAPTER XIV 

ALL. KINDS OF BI^NSE 

" * Fine sense and exalted sense are not half so 
useful as common sense,' " chanted Myra one Sunday 
morning in October as she pulled papers from draw- 
ers and pigeonholes and emptied them in a heap. 
" * Fine sense and exalted sense ' — . Heigho, Eli- 
nor, what are you squealing about ? '' 

" A centipede, a centipede ! " shrieked a voice from 
Elinor's bedroom, " come rapidly and stand by me 
while I throw my shoe at if 

" Pshaw ! Take my shoe. I ' sackerifice ' it on 
the altar of friendship because you object to having 
yours contaminated. Open the window and shoo 
him out. He never did you any harm. Heigho, 
heigho ! " the papers rustled energetically under her 
fingers, " ^ Fine sense and exalted sense are not half 
so useful as — ' Well, what's the matter now ? " 

Elinor had emerged, stepping warily, and stood 
hugging herself, her delicate face screwed into an ex- 
pression of shrinking distaste. " See there ! A lot 
of horrid little fat worms curling over the rug. 
O — oh ! take them away ! " 

" Hm-m, only three — no four. They crawled out 
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of my chestnuts on the plate under the tea-table," ex- 
plained Myra, rising with an envelope in one hand 
and a pencil in the other, " I've picked up seven al- 
ready this morning. Don't be afraid; they won't 
bite." She stooped to shove each one gently upon the 
paper and deposit it outside the window. 

" Be sure you wash that pencil," shuddered Elinor, 
" or throw it away altogether. How can you bear to 
touch it ? Once I knew a girl who allowed her white 
mice to run up her sleeves. Ugh ! " 

Myra had returned to her fluttering papers. 
" * Fine sense ' — that's your kind. Miss Offitt — 
* and exalted sense are not half so useful as common 
sense.' That is a quotation, permit me to enlighten 
you; I did not make it up myself. Heigho! eight 
letters to be answered to-day. ^ Fine sense and ex- 
alted sense — ' Good morning, my lady Lydia, did 
you get all the plum bread you wanted for break- 
fast ? " 

" I never eat plum bread," replied Lydia with her 
customary reverence for fact whether familiar or not, 
" it is not nearly so nutritious as whole wheat. Ah ! " 
she raised the window and inhaled the crisp sweet 
air, " what a beautiful morning ! " 

"Honest? Who'd have thought it! Heigho! 
' Fine sense and exalted — ' Listen, Lydia, the com- 
mon sense belongs to you all right. Where's Ruth ? " 

" Grone to Cedar Hill for a walk all alone. She 
wouldn't listen when I urged her to wait for com- 
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pany. She knows that Mrs. Vernon forbids us to 
go far into the country unless in parties of three or 
more. She flung back her head in that restive fash- 
ion she has, and glared at me. It's another mood. 
She is queerer than ever this year." 

" — ^ and exalted sense ' — that's Ruth's kind. 
But it isn't half so useful as common sense. Girls," 
she sprang up regardless of scattered sheets, " let's 
all go to the Hill this bee-yutiful morning, and maybe 
I shall find some chestnuts. We have two hours be- 
fore service." 

" What variety of sense is yours ? " inquired Eli- 
nor with an air of gloomy interest, and answered her- 
self quickly, " Nonsense ! Oho, ho, ho ! " 

Through the avenue of maples strolled the three 
girls, with the yellow leaves and the scarlet wafting 
slowly down in the sunshine to lie glowing underfoot. 
In the lane beyond the orchard, Myra lingered to 
knock down a few apples from a tree that leaned in- 
vitingly over the stone wall. Farther on she loitered 
to poke hopefully amid the grass under a chestnut 
tree. When finally she arrived at the brow of the 
hill, she found Lydia already seated on a stone, her 
eyes speculative over the principles of descriptive nar- 
rative while they rested on the gorgeous foliage of 
the woods below. Elinor leaned against a cedar, her 
gaze following a speck that went zigzaging across a 
field stacked with golden corn. 

" There goes Ruth — and yet I am almost certain 
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that she saw us approaching. She must be on her 
way to the old ^ deserted mansion/ as the girls call 
it. It's two miles distant on the loneliest road ! " 

" I warned her at breakfast," said Lydia in a tone 
of resigned disapproval, " and she paid no heed. We 
shall have barely time now to return and dress for 
services." 

" I want to visit the * deserted mansion,' " teased 
Myra. " Somebody's told me that it is a thrilling 
place with a mouldy lake and a barred window and 
ghosts very likely. Ruth has been there more than 
once. Elinor, let's chase after her. I haven't used 
all my cuts yet this semester ; so I can skip church. 
Besides that, I think we really ought to go along to 
take care of her." 

" It is only October, and the three cuts must last 
till February. You'd better not," advised provident 
Lydia. 

Elinor twisted her fingers together. " What makes 
her do such things ? Is every genius so queer and un- 
comfortable to have around ? She exaggerates every 
interest into a question of life and death. First it 
was college, then Miss Ewers*. Not even she herself 
knows what next. Come, Myra, we've got to watch 
her. There's no use going to church when I couldn't 
sit still because of worrying." 

Lydia remained statuesque and contemplative on 
the summit till the two slender figures were half way 
down the slope. Then rising with abruptness she 
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shook herself chidingly and started after them. 
Myra heard the click of her low broad heel on the 
pebbles, and turned to wait. 

" That's right/' she called gaily, " you're improv- 
ing steadily, dear mellowing Lydia. Misa Howard 
playing truant on such a beautiful morning ! Look 
at the trees and the sky. Breathe — breathe down 
deep. See Ruth throw back her head and stretch out 
her arms to the wonderful world. Aren't you glad 
you came ? " 

On they roamed across a meadow besprinkled with 
feathery lavender asters and sturdy spikes of yellow 
snap-dragon. Into the radiant woods they followed 
where far ahead among the trunks Ruth's tall form 
disappeared and reappeared, swaying in the shadows 
from sunlight to leaf-light. Along the winding road 
bordered with vine-covered walls wild grapes reached 
down purple clusters and thorn-trees jeweled with 
redhaws flamed in settings of dark evergreens. 

A shrubful of nannie-berries at the foot of an an- 
cient vineyard brimmed Myra's cup to overflowing. 
" I know I shall never, never, never be so perfectly 
and absolutely happy again 1 " she declared raptur- 
ously scanning the meagre branches. 

" I think I shall write up this walk for a daily 
theme," announced Lydia with a keen glance travel- 
ing across the road to the " deserted mansion.'' 
" Sweep of neglected lawn, gate on broken hinges, 
piazza warped, shutters loose. What is the word to 
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convey the impression — the atmosphere? Aban- 
doned — ruined — deserted — ah, forsaken ! It is 
a forsaken old place." 

" I fail to spy a barred window/' said Myra rub- 
bing her cheek against Lydia's shoulder in excess of 
bliss. 

" There's Ruth," whispered Elinor intent upon 
glimpses between the ragged spruces of a gloomy little 
lake, rock-encircled. The slight figure flitting along 
the shore glided into a tumble-down boathouse. Then 
something cracked, and a splash in scum-thick bub- 
bles brought the girls flying. 

They discovered Ruth sitting rather breathless on 
a rotten railing, one foot pressed against a water- 
logged rowboat. 

" Nothing but a snake," she said, " it startled me 
at first and a board snapped. Let's explore." She 
was lawless from excitement. " It's a haunted house. 

*^ ' Yea, slimy things did crawl with legs 
Upon the slimy sea.'" 

"You should not have run away alone,"' rebuked 
Lydia surveying the prospect with professional in- 
terest in her daily theme. 

" I have taken care of myself so far — years and 
years. See ! I dare, I dare, I dare I " At the edge 
of the water she went leaping like a witch from slip- 
pery rock to rock, even poising for a heart's beat on a 
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rotten boat — its planks slowly settling beneath her 
weight — before bounding on again. 

" Euth, stop, stop ! " shrieked Myra hopping up 
and down in an agony of apprehension, " come back 
to land, you horrid, horrid girl! I want to shake 
you — shake you — shake you ! " 

Ruth mocking her whirled farther and farther, 
more and more recklessly, till a glance backward 
showed her that Elinor had sunk down suddenly at 
the foot of a tree and with closed eyes was resting 
her head against the trunk. Ruth sped to her, the 
wild gleams quenched from the elfin features, the eyes 
sober and steady again. 

" Oh, my dear ! " she cried softly, " oh, my dear ! 
my dear! I did not know you cared. I will be 
good. See, I will not do it any more. Look up, 
Elinor! Look, dear! Fm all right" 

Elinor's eyes flashed open and then shut swiftly 
again to hide the dismay in their depths. Ruth 
thought she cared enough to faint at sight of the 
danger. Why, oh, why had she yielded to that con- 
temptible weak quivering of the knees? Ruth 
thought she cared, but she didn't, she didn't, she 
didn't! 

Then Elinor sat up and smiled a dim sweet smile 
at the repentant genius. " Never mind, Ruth," she 
said, " only the water is so unpleasant and scummy 
that it would surely have ruined your clothes." 

" It is full of algae," contributed Lydia, " doubt- 
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less it also contains vorticellse and paramsecia and 
all sorts of fascinating creatures. Girls, yon don't 
realize how much you have missed by not electing bi- 
ology. For instance, the earthworm — oh, the beau- 
tiful interior of the earthworm ! " 

" I didn't mean to startle you, Elinor," persisted 
Kuth, " it was an experience. That is my business ; 
I've got to do things and feel things and then try to 
express them. In my story for the prize contest I 
think I may use this haunted lake. I should like to 
put you into a story sometime, Elinor, as a heroine." 

" Me ? " she exclaimed in quick alarm, " in a 
story ? Oh, don't. I'm not worth it. It's lovely of 
you to flatter me so, but you couldn't make me into 
a heroine. I'm a regular coward about being hurt. 
Lydia is the prima donna for you, or Myra either. 
She would keep the story lively. Why, where has 
she vanished ? " 

" She is poking about in the rubbish around that 
shattered conservatory," answered Lydia as she rose 
from her resting place on a comfortable stump, " she 
disappeared half a minute ago beyond that comer at 
the back. By the way, Ruth, in your story you must 
start with the plot, not with the scenery. Don't you 
remember how Miss Ewers told us in our freshmen 
year that the plot is the main thing, with the charac- 
ters next, and conversation and scenery last ? An in- 
cident is something which happens and something 
that comes out of that happening." 
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" Nothing ever happens at college," said Elinor 
springing hastily to her feet in time to avoid Euth's 
outstretched hand, " you'll be obliged to make it all 
up out of your head, Ruth. Put a lot of thrill in it 
— adventures and fights and blizzards and tornadoes 
and shipwrecks and earthquakes and volcanoes and 
people that live and move and do things. Don't let 
them maunder over psychology and moulder over 
books, as we do. Oh, if I were a man and could get 
out into the world where there is action, the rush and 
whirl of events, air to breathe — " 

" The air is very good here, Elinor," said Lydia, 
" come away from that malarial pool. What an ab- 
solutely perfect day it is with the crystal sunshine 
lying on the quiet fields and that deserted old house ! 
Nothing moves ; even the grasses are still." 

" The very windows seem asleep," murmured Ruth 
softly, " behind those dull panes who knows what 
dead eyes — " 

" Help, help, help ! " Myra sprang into sight and 
darted toward them, panting, stumbling, leaping 
across the tangled lawn, while behind her a ragged 
old woman with a savage face and straggling black 
hair plunged awkwardly in pursuit, brandishing her 
fists. Something long and bright gleamed in her 
hand. 

" Run ! " Ruth seized Elinor's shoulders and 
started her with a push toward the road. " Run ! " 
She dashed to Myra, sent her with a shove after Eli- 
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nor, and began to jump np and down, waving her 
arms. " Go back ! Go back ! Go back ! " 

Lydia — sensible Lydia — glanced around swiftly 
in search of a weapon, saw a stout stick and a slen- 
der twig lying side by side, snatched at the twig and 
advanced to the rescue. 

The old woman stopped short about ten paces in 
front of the two heroines — one hopping to and fro 
and shooing her back as if she were a chicken, the 
other standing j&rm and impressive with a small 
switch upraised threateningly. 

" Waal, I never ! " she screamed hoarsely, " Git 
off my land, and stay off, I tell ye ! I'll hev ye took 
up fer trespass. Git! I won't hev no more gals 
prying 'round my kitchen, college or not. Now git, 
will ye ? " The metal-backed comb glittered in her 
grasp. 

Ruth and Lydia turned and mildly " got." The 
four girls climbed silently over the stone wall and 
walked away down the winding road whence they had 
come. 

. After they had safely passed the second curve, 
Myra recovered her power of speech. " I was ex- 
ploring and peeked through the window and there she 
was combing her hair. Then she chased me." 

" How did she know you were from the college ? " 
inquired Lydia, who had regained her scientific ouri- 
osity in the interval since the ignominous retreat. 

"I — I guess I hollered it when she started to run 
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for me," confessed the craven, " people excuse a good 
deal to college girls, you know, because we are having 
the fun of our lives, and it adds three years to our 
youth. A crowd of girls were out here last week and 
carried back a pile of apples." 

" Ah, that explains her attitude. She is doubtless 
only the care-taker. I wish we had been slightly 
more dignified." And Lydia sighed. 

" You see, I wasn't a heroine, Ruth," said Elinor, 
" I ran." 

" I ran too," chuckled Myra, " crackie ! I thought 
she was going to scalp me. Didn't she look like a 
raving crazy maniac! And there we were all alone 
two miles from everybody, with not a house on the 
road or a buggy in sight. Two miles ! Eheu ! we're 
two miles from our Sunday dinner." 

" I can't help it." Elinor dropped upon a conven- 
ient log. " Go on, if you want to. This is where I 
stop for at least five minutes. I feel as limp as a 
rag, and the trees keep dancing, and every little while 
the path jumps over the stonewall. I'm sorry." 

Euth flew to her side. " It's been too much for 
you. Lean on me." 

Lydia regarded her keenly. " You are pale. Try 
to brace up, Elinor. It wouldn't do for you to go to 
pieces away out here." 

" Let's make a stretcher. Wouldn't that be fun ! 
Oh, no, of course I don't mean that exactly, dear 
sweet Elinor. You just sit there as long as you feel 
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like it, and then we'll start and peg ahead so slowly 
that you won't know you're moving hardly. ' Put 
one foot before the other, and then put t'other before 
the one.' It's easy. While you're waiting, I'm go- 
ing over to gather that clematis in the woods there. 
Maybe we'll be in time for dinner after all." 

" I think I shall go too, if you don't need me, 
Elinor," said Lydia, " it will be a good chance to 
collect some foliage so that I can describe it accu- 
rately in my theme. If I deal with the subject in an 
impressionistic manner, blocking; out masses of crude 
colors — red, yellow, russet, crimson, and so on — 
without entering into details of streaks and veins, and 
shadings, I'm afraid I shan't have enough material 
to fill the two pages. I shan't be gone long." 

Elinor watched the energetic figure cross the grassy 
lane with rapid steps, pick its deliberate way through 
a strip of meadow, and move from tree to tree for a 
business-like examination of the leaves. She turned 
to Ruth with an involuntary little half smile. 

" Yes," said Ruth in answer to the unspoken ap- 
peal for comprehension, " Lydia is amusing — all the 
more so because she has absolutely no sense of 
humor." 

Elinor's eyes darkened with swift displeasure and 
she bent her head aside to conceal the resentful frown 
between her brows. Ruth had no right to criticize 
her friend in words. It was impertinent. It was 
assuming that the tie between Ruth and Elinor was 
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closer than that between Lvdia and Elinor. Euth 
was an outsider really ; she did not belong to the ex- 
clusive inner circle where Myra and Lydia had a 
place. Such frankness in her was an offense all the 
more distasteful because it had been unconsciously 
invited by that little half smile. 

" Lovely weather, isn't it ? " said Elinor. 

Ruth glanced up absently. " I thought at first 
that the old woman was actually a maniac," she be- 
gan, with restless fingers prying up fragments of bark 
from the lightning-blasted tree on which they were 
sitting ; " do you know that it is easier to defend 
yourself against a wild beast than against a violently 
crazy person ? You cannot terrify some madmen be- 
cause they havenH sense enough to be afraid. A 
beast has the power of reason and can run from harm. 
But for pure recklessness take a maniac in a frenzy." 

Elinor shivered nervously. " I'd rather not think 
of it just now, Ruth," she said. 

" My mother is in an asylum," continued Ruth 
softly, " it was caused by overwork before I was born. 
I have never^ spoken of it to anyone else, Elinor, but 
I know that you will understand. When I think of 
her pacing to and fro, to and fro, in that long gloomy 
corridor, while I am here — her daughter — in this 
wonderful place, with such wonderful friends ! Oh, 
Elinor!" 

Impulsively Elinor stretched out her hand. Ruth 
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took it and held it against her cheek for a moment. 
" Dear Elinor ! " she whispered. 

Elinor moved a few inches away, drawing back her 
hand as she did so with a smile that seemed to glow 
with caressing sympathy. Kuth saw only the smile, 
and responded to it with such an expression in her 
eyes that Elinor wanted to scream : " Don't, oh, 
don't ! You mustn't like me so much ! " Instead 
of that she smiled again before gazing anxiously 
around in search of Myra to the rescue. 

Through the rest of the day the consciousness of 
this new claim rankled in Elinor's mind. She felt 
as if she were being helplessly wound about in the 
meshes of an unwelcome friendship. Ruth was pre- 
suming and intrusive and selfishly egotistical to im- 
pose upon her the burden of such an intimate secret. 
What difference did it make to her — Elinor Offitt 
— whether an ill fate or a fair fortune had befallen 
Ruth Alice's ancestors? Ruth AUee was merely a 
temporary acquaintance thrust upon her by the exi- 
gencies of college life. The final snapping of the 
factitious bond would be one of the anticipated joys 
of Commencement day. How could she endure the 
bother almost two years longer ? Hour by hour after 
the strain of the morning's experience Elinor felt her- 
self sliding nearer and nearer to the edge of her self- 
control. 

Toward the end of that Sunday afternoon one of 
Myra's friends climbed the stairs to invite the four 
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girls down to meet a guest in the senior parlor. With 
their privacy defended by an engaged sign, they were 
variously occupied — Lydia reading, Elinor lying 
down, Ruth revising proof, Myra writing letters. 
The visitor took the sign down and then knocked. 

" I simply had to see you," she announced, and as 
my principles do not permit me to rap over engaged 
signs, I removed it first" 

This surprisingly easy solution of a difficulty often 
recurring in Myra's sociable career was assimilated 
with a wicked sparkle behind demure lashes. Cer- 
tainly they would be delighted to spend the half hour 
before dinner in the senior parlor. The frosty lamp- 
lighted dusk found them there in the pretty drawing- 
room. Myra and Elinor sat in one big chair ; Kuth 
perched on the piano-bench; Lydia was gracious to 
the guest and her hostesses on the narrow divan. 
Around the claw-footed table other seniors were read- 
ing quietly. 

"Now, Socrates," began the mistress of ceremo- 
nies, addressing Myra, " say something. What is 
justice ? " 

"Don't you know that even?" exclaimed Miss 
Eeady-Tbngue, lifting herself erect and proceeding 
to reel off her nonsense more gaily than usual because 
of the exhilarating morning out-of-doors. Every 
time she paused in fleeting diffidence at sight of the 
watching faces one of the others interpolated, " By 
my soul, Socrates, I do not know what I do think." 
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Before the gong struck for supper nearly everybody 
in the room had joined the hilarious circle to listen 
to a dissertation on Emerson as a corrupter of youth 
because he had said, " Trust thyself," whereas Solo- 
mon, the wisest man, had declared that " in the mul- 
titude of counsellors " a thing is established. 

In the corridor Elinor drifted beside Myra on their 
way to the dining-room. " Did you notice how she 
introduced you ? " It was as ^ Miss Dickinson, one 
of the most entertaining of our college freaks.' A 
freak ! " she repeated tauntingly. 

" Did she really ? " ejaculated Myra in a gratified 
tone, " does she truly consider me original ? Why, I 
just go ahead and say the first thing that comes into 
my mind." 

" I've frequently wondered how you did it," 
laughed Elinor, " however you appear impervious to 
the implication that you are peculiar, queer, unique, 
abnormal, eccentric, a museum exhibit, in short a 
freak ! " 

" Just like Ruth," sighed Myra blissfully, " only 
she is a genuine genius and has ideas all the time. 
The difference is that I shall get over it while she 
won't. You remember that Walpole was not certain 
whether a young man owed his brilliancy to ^ parts ' 
or to mere youthful spirits. With Ruth it is indis- 
putably ^ parts.' " 

" I dare say," said Elinor listlessly, " we won't 
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quarrel over her ability. Let's talk about something 
more interesting." 

" The seniors admire her too," went on Myra mus- 
ingly, " Two minutes ago just before you caught up 
to me I heard one of them say, ^ Miss Allee has a fas- 
cinating face. Did you observe her while Myra 
Dickinson was jabbering?'" 

" Gibbering," corrected Elinor softly. 

" And the other one answered, ^ I caught a glimpse 
of her while she was gazing at Miss Offitt in an ador- 
ing way. Miss Offitt is a sweet and charming girl, 
but this was worship. It is mighty foolish, especially 
in a genius who ought to live for her work and not 
care too much about ordinary people.' " 

Elinor was breathing quickly. " Myra ! Did 
they say that about me ? Do they talk of Ruth and 
me together — together ? " 

" Oh, I guess so," she nodded, " what are you fuss- 
ing about? Everybody knows that Ruth admires 
you next to Miss Ewers, and now she's gone. Ruth 
isn't ashamed of showing she likes her friends. She 
has written sonnets to you and maybe she will put 
you in her prize story. Anybody else would be flat- 
tered." 

" Flattered ! " groaned Elinor, " flattered to be 
held up aa a laughing-stock before the whole college ! 
To be made ridiculous by such idiotic exaggeration, 
silly sheep's eyes, heart on her sleep for daws to peck 
at ! Elattered ! Her mother is crazy, crazy, do you 
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hear? She herself is next door to it. Her wild 
moods, that insane leaping around the lake, her — 
her lack of taste. She is worrying me wild. Keep 
her away from me. Don't let her touch me or speak 
to me. Sit between her and me at the table to-night. 
Please," please, don't let her come near me or I shall 
scream. Always — always sit between her and me ! 
Don't let her look at me! I am afraid of her. I 
don't like her. Her mother is crazy already, and she 
is a genius. I hate, hate, hate — " 

Euth who for the past minute had been sauntering 
unobserved behind the two girls stood quietly where 
she had stopped until the clutch of pain in her left 
side was loosened. Then slipping into a side stair- 
way she climbed up to her solitary room, stumbled 
blindly in, and locked the door. 



CHAPTER XV 

A SOBSW IX>OSE 

At Thanksgiving Lydia insisted upon carrying 
Euth away to the city for a much-needed rest Mrs. 
Howard, even handsomer in her silvery middle-age 
than her daughter, was so shocked by her guest's wan 
angularity that she kept her a willing prisoner until 
Monday, while Lydia returned to college Thursday 
night in order to attend a rehearsal on Friday. Ar- 
riving about eight o'clock she found two disconsolate 
young ladies stretched in easy chairs in the dusky 
'Study. 

"We feel perfectly horrid," moaned Myra with- 
out raising her head, " three hours at the table and 
everything too good to waste." 

Elinor endeavored to sit up hospitably. " Are 
you hungry, Lydia ? " 

" I'll rout out something," she replied, rimimaging 
in the pantry, which consisted of a shelf under the 
window-seat, " what's all this ? " 

" That ? Oh, it's a box that reached us at noon." 

" Ah, I comprehend. Then it was not entirely the 
dinner." 

"Dinner wasn't till three," explained Myra in 
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languid acoents, " and we almost starved. That 
cheese just about saved our lives, and the sugar-kisses 
"with nuts in them — " 

" A small freshman beside me ate every course at 
first, but she grew sadder and sadder till she barely 
had spirit to taste the last ones, which happened to be 
the best — Nesselrode pudding and things. Do you 
ivant to know what I think ? '^ Elinor propped her 
chin upon one nerveless hand. " I believe in renun- 
ciation. If a girl goes to college, she must give up 
dances that last till two or three o'clock in the morn- 
ing, or else she will lose her health. If you choose a 
single life, you won't reign in a home of your own as 
a rule. That's what somebody said to me last sum- 
mer," she added hastily at sound of a snort from 
Myra. " If you wish to keep your friends, you must 
sacrifice time and have your feelings hurt quite often 
without resenting it. If you prefer the first part of 
a dinner you may be obliged to skip the last part." 

" I never realized before that life is so melancholy," 
groaned her fellow sufferer, " next year let's propose 
that the Students' Association vote to send the dinner 
to the newsboys' home or somewhere." 

Lydia preserved a polite countenance, which in 
consideration of the surrounding shadows was really 
a superfluous courtesy. " This morning in town I 
offered a chrysanthemum to a ragged boy; and he 
turned on his heel with a haughty : ^ Naw, I don't 
want yer old flowers ! ' " 



224 Elinor's College Career 

Myra sprang upright. " He did ! And last May 
I got up every Saturday at six and took wild flowers 
down to catch the early train for the Settlement kin- 
dergarten ! " she cried indignantly, " just catch me 
doing it next year ! '' 

Elinor relaxed from her startled jump at the sud- 
den movement. " You are hopelessly feminine in 
your method of reasoning," she sighed, " you invaria- 
bly i;|Bfer every argument to the personal equation* 
By the way," she cleared her throat and tried to 
speak in an off-hand manner : " Lydia, where did 
you leave Ruth ? Has she gone up to her room ? " 

Lydia's account of her mother's gracious tyranny 
concluded with, " It must be that Ruth is working 
too hard over the magazine this fall. She surely 
looks miserable, and she never has time for anything 
outside of classes and that editorial business." 

" She simply lives behind an engaged sign," con- 
tributed Myra, " and actually she does not always 
smile when I dance a jig outside her door to let her 
know I'm there." 

" She declines so brusquely when I urge her to 
drop in between whiles and be sociable like old times 
that I am afraid to ask her any more," said Elinor 
with an effort to treat the subject naturally, " maybe 
she is tired of us. Geniuses are erratic, you know, 
and difficult to understand. She has been so change- 
able of late that I am never quite certain how to ap- 
proach her." 
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" You're changeable yourself, madam," commented 
Myra, reviving sufficiently to produce an additional 
supply of nuta and candy from her pocket to spread 
before the traveler. " One day you are as sweet as 
syrup, and laugh if I merely turn to look at you in 
Chapel ; the next you snap my head off when I ven- 
ture to give my tongue a bit of exercise. Now don't 
be sarcastic." 

But Elinor was too much in earnest to seize the 
opening for a taunt about the dire necessity of exer- 
cise for that lively member. " Indeed, Ruth's eccen- 
tricity is growing upon her. The girls notice it more 
than they used to, and are beginning to talk about her 
strange solitary ways and indifferent manner. She 
is utterly lawless in breaking engagements. She is 
continually wandering off alone on long tramps, and 
she passes her best friends in the halls without recog- 
nizing them. It offends the girls." Elinor stirred 
uncomfortably in the dusk and lifted her finger to 
touch her reddening cheek. She could not forget the 
shock of an unexpected meeting with Euth on the 
Monday after that memorable Sunday evening of her 
irritable outburst. Ruth had been wafted away from 
the sorrowful earth for two hours with Prometheus 
Unbound in the library. On her way to her room 
afterward she had come suddenly face to face with 
Elinor at a bend in the staircase. The rapt eyes 
had gone instantly blank and darkened for a single 
moment to an expression of terror as if shrinking 
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from a blow. Then she had nodded with an abrupt 
little jerk of her neck and walked on without a word. 
Astonished mortification had kept Elinor sleepless 
only to find the next morning that Ruth's manner 
toward her had veered to an unobtrusive formality. 
That, she assured herself over and over, was exactly 
what she had always desired. 

" It strikes me then that girls are easily offended,'* 
commented Lydia as she perseveringly speared for 
pickles in a jar of jam. " Their attitude toward the 
unusual is a point where I have been disappointed 
in college. I had rather expected that everybody 
here would be perched on a watch-tower with a spy- 
glass on the look-out to discover any signs of extraor- 
dinary and original personalities. But, no. If an 
individual appears who is unlike the mass of the 
others, who has peculiar ways and unconventional 
habits of speech, who lives in her own thoughts 
and — " 

" Is fond of associating with herself," chimed in 
Myra, " and goes to concerts all alone and sits by 
herself in the gallery and listens with her eyes shut, 
and doesn't bother about what people may think." 

"What they do think is that she hasn't any 
friends," put in Elinor. 

*^ Young ladies, will you kindly permit me to con- 
clude my sentence? I had almost finished the pro- 
tasis, or if clause, and was about to polish the apoda- 
sis. If, I repeat, a conspicuously unique character 
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enters this homogeneous community, the normal fem- 
inine — seven hundred and ninety-nine strong — 
gazes at her — " 

" — aghast," continued Myra in triumph over an- 
ticipating the word. 

" No, askance. They gaze at her askance and say 
in their minds, ^ If you happen to be a genius, maybe 
that's some excuse, but you'll have to show us. Go 
ahead and do something fine and then perhaps we 
shall forgive you for being different, but we don't 
approve of it in the least' That is what they think 
in their souls, for woman, my dear young companions, 
is the eternal conservative." 

" ^ And this from you ? ' he said," murmured Eli- 
nor, " ^ And 'twere not for thy shapely head — ' " 

" ^ And 'twere not for thy hoary beard,' " cor- 
rected Myra, " ^ Such hand as Marmion's had not 
spared,' and so forth. Ahem, Walter Scott Oh, I 
know now what's the matter with Ruth." She 
straightened up in alert forgetfulness of the dinner. 
" She's writing the prize story, and of course she neg- 
lects everything and everybody else in her absorption. 
When Carlyle had a book under way, he used to be 
queer too, and cross and dyspeptic and he wanted to 
be let alone. Just consider Ruth! Why, she even 
avoids Elinor." 

Elinor moistened her lips in the darkness. " Well, 
there's her chance to show the girls that she is capable 
of doing something fine. Then they will alter the 
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gaze askance to the stare adulatory. The average 
artistic temperament is such a nuisance to have 
around that it is no more than fair for the eternal 
and agreeable conservative to demand justification in 
deeds. Hop up, Myra Dickinson, and light the gas. 
I intend to make Lydia a cup of chocolate." 

A week later on the evening of the Hall Play, in 
which Lydia was to take part, Myra captured Ruth in 
the throng that was pouring out of Chapel and 
insisted upon escorting her to the little theater above 
the gymnasium. 

" You've simply got to come,'' she asserted mas- 
terfully, " or else I won't go myself, and I should 
never recover from the disappointment* It would 
be all your fault. So do come along, dear, dear 
Kuthie, and show the girls that you can be sociable 
when you feel like it. Some of them say that you 
are growing to be more and more of a recluse, and it 
is a pity. Elinor is afraid that melancholia begins 
that way.'^ 

"What!" 

Myra flinched before the new deep note of anger 
in the usually indolent tones, and bit her lip. " Oh, 
she was just talking. She didn't mean that you — 
she didn't mean anything, you know. She was won- 
dering if you would go to the play to-night, and she 
said she sincerely hoped you would, because such in- 
dustry was morbid — and — . Well, she hoped you 
would. Will you ? " 
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" Yes," said Ruth. 

So Ruth with her mouth fallen into its old stem 
lines of self-repression followed Myra through the 
December starlight to the hall, and pressed on, 
crowded elbow to elbow, up the curving stairway to 
the floor above. She was careful to pilot Myra to 
the place between herself and Elinor on the bench 
reserved for them. Elinor, who was already there, 
welcomed them with her most radiant smile that 
faded uncertainly at meeting Ruth's unresponsive 
glance. 

On the little stage the play went merrily. When 
the hero in a red striped blazer and a white serge 
bell-skirt proclaimed his undying love, the audience 
giggled even before his black mustache twitched awry. 
The ranks of heads dark and fair bent like wheat 
under a breeze of laughter over his speech : " Ah, 
no, when I see those pale cheeks — "; for the hero- 
ine's cheeks were scarlet — partly paint and partly 
heat and excitement. Lydia as a gray-bearded old 
fellow with a graceful skirt swinging about her ankles 
stamped to and fro so rampagiously that she was 
called before the curtain for applause, and that too 
though she was neither the hero nor the villain. 

After the last scene was over, the three companions 
surged forward with other enthusiastic spectators to 
fall on the necks of the actors, rejoicing with kisses 
and relieving their elation in ecstatic shrieks. As 
Lydia's party of admirers began to make its way 
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toward the door, Myra clutched at her trailing 
flounces and fled, her ribbons fluttering behind her. 

" I left the ice cream on th0 radiator." 

Elinor, who had purposely drifted to the side of 
the group farthest from Ruth, caught a whispered 
remark from beyond : " Myra Dickinson is getting 
flightier every day. Influence of Miss AUee, I sup- 
pose. They say that there is really a screw loose. 
She is exceedingly peculiar herself, and her mother, 
you know, is insane. Doubtless an hereditary 
blight — " 

Elinor hurried forward out of ear^shot, her hands 
unconsciously clenched. How cruel — how cruel it 
was to talk about poor Ruth like that ! What a con- 
temptible slander ! How despicable ! A screw loose ! 
Such a rumor floating from mouth to mouth would 
ruin her reputation, crush out life and hope. Some- 
body ought to warn her to pay a little more regard to 
appearances. Perhaps Lydia would do it Yes, 
Lydia was the one. What a horrible thing to say 
about anybody ! But about Ruth — Ruth whose life 
had always been hard and unhappy — dear old Ruth ! 

Elinor lowered the lids over her burning eyeballs 
and then lifted them in swift astonishment at the blur 
of tears on her lashes. How ridiculous ! Of course 
she did not truly care. And anyhow she could not 
afford to bother about it now on the evening of Lydia^s 
celebration. 

The guests arrived at the study to find Myra sor- 
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rowing over a dish of floating pink and green and 
brown liquid. 

" I set it down for a minute and forgot," she 
wailed, " because the bell rang for Chapel and I had 
to run. That's what comes of compulsory services. 
Oh, dear ! I am so thirsty ! " 

" It's pretty good." Ruth dipped a spoonful for 
a cautious trial. " It tastes like — " she wrinkled 
her brow reflectively, " well, like Alice in Wonder- 
land, you know. It sounds like Alice, too, don't you 
think ? — warm ice cream." 

The others laughed at the whimsical speech, but 
Elinor, glancing around keenly, fancied that two or 
three of the visitors exchanged looks of comprehen- 
sion. To be sure, it was not an impeccably rational 
comparison, though no more nonsensical than the 
average chaff. Still Elinor wished she wouldn't talk 
so before outsiders just at present. Elinor forgot 
that she had persisted in considering Euth herself 
as an outsider until very lately; say, for instance, 
until that week when Euth had stared at her with 
terrified eyes as if shrinking from a blow. 

It was a democratic gathering in honor of Lydia's 
success on the boards. There were girls on window- 
ledges and chairs, on the couch and on the floor. An 
artist's daughter in embroidered linen made a place 
beside herself for the brightest freshman in the class, 
whose father earned his living in some inconspicuous 
and unreported fashion. The sophomore president, 
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who had chosen a new frock in the college colors in- 
stead of a winter coat, sipped her melted ice cream 
close to an heiress who actually brought three trunks 
with her every year. A girl who had never been 
twenty miles away from her native village across the 
river kept up a stream of chatter that sent the senior 
next to her into gales of laughter — a senior who 
had traveled from England to Japan and spent two 
winters in Rome. 

Myra piled up a shaky pedestal of books on the 
center-table and boiled chocolate over a gas-stove that 
persevered in catching fire with a pop at the wrong 
aperture. Elinor passed the sandwiches and Ruth 
distributed the olives, while Lydia sat in state listen- 
ing to comments on the play. There had been a 
strong-minded woman among the characters, and the 
conversation veered toward a definition of the ideal 
college woman of the present. 

Some maintained that the college girl is exactly 
like other girls^ while others claimed that she was 
different, or else she would have stayed at home. 
One in mentioning an essay on the subject in a cur- 
rent magazine said that the writer evidently required 
college graduates to be just about perfect. 

" So they ought to be," agreed Lydia sagely, 
but —'' 

" If that is true," exclaimed Myra, " I shan't grad- 
uate ; that's all. There isn't any fun in barely meas- 
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uring up to what is expected. I'd rather surprise 
people by rolling up gratuitous virtue." 

" You see," explained Elinor, " Myra and I are 
rolling up a quantity of good deeds to our account 
this year. There is no credit in doing your simple 
duty. Therefore I make up Myra's bed, which is 
an act of pure disinterested virtue and unselfishness ; 
and she makes up mine, which is ditto. Conse- 
quently we are both nobler than we might have been 
if each had attended merely and strictly to her own 
affairs. It is the same with dusting and darning." 
' " This is surely a selfish place," remarked a guest, 
"when I am ill — just too miserable to study — it 
is maddening to watch the girls flying back and forth, 
too busy to spare a minute to amuse me. I don't see 
how we can be turned out perfect after four years 
of it." 

" Why don't you write an editorial about it, Miss 
AUee ? " inquired another. j, 

Ruth lifted her head slowly. " Last Sunday we 
were told of the mission work among prisoners. Her 
face was the face of a Madonna. She is giving her 
life for others, and she is happy. I wonder, is any- 
thing worth while except self-sacrifice ? " 

No one spoke for a minute. Elinor crumbled a 
fragment of bread between her nervous fingers. It 
sounded odd to talk like that before all these girls. 
Of course everybody had such feelings at times, but 
there was no need to utter them. People would think 
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Ruth was a visionary without reticence or a sense of 
the fitness of things. Heavy moralizing did not mix 
well with ice cream whether melted or not. 

" I never saw the students so carried away by a 
lecturer," she hastened to bridge over the pause, 
" Myra declared that she could listen all night. But 
I don't believe I could listen to any one all night -^ 
Patti or Paderewski or the music of the spheres. It 
is a pity to be tied down to poor human bodies with 
their eee-saw of energy and exhaustion." 

'* ' If woman were mere intellect,^^ they cried. 
How could we ex ? ^ ^^ 

chanted Myra, " Myself I think it's fun to have a 
human body for swimming and skating and breathing 
— specially breathing. These snapping days every 
time I put my nose out of doors I meditate on what 
a good idea it was to create man with an apparatus 
for breathing. And then I suppose if we didn't have 
bodies we couldn't have brains, and where would our 
intellects be ? " 

" Query," laughed another, " I reckon mine would 
be exactly where it is now — mainly in my note- 
books. I don't know a fact outside of those precious 
pages. That reminds me of a written test Monday. 
Thus I tear myself away. Good-night, everybody ! " 

Elinor waited until the last one had vanished and 
Lydia had gone for hot water to wash the tiny spoons. 
Then she pounced upon Myra. 
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^^ Tell me, Myra, did you ever repeat to anybody a 
single word of what I said once about Ruth's 
mother ? '' 

" Of course I didn't," exclaimed that young lady 
promptly, " but — -^ her voice wavered and she 
fidgeted in embarrassed hesitancy. 

" But what ? '' 

" But — oh, Elinor — there were some girls in 
front of us quite near — didn't you notice ? — and 
— and one of them glanced around. You — you 
said it out loud. Elinor, oh, Elinor, don't look like 
that You didn't say it so very loud. Maybe she 
didn't hear. Of course she didn't hear. Oh, I am 
sure she couldn't have heard. And anyhow it wasn't 
any harm. Elinor ! " 

But Elinor in her turn had gone into her room and 
shut the door. 



CHAPTER XVI 

A DAY OF EVENTS 

It was a day crowded with events. The first event 
was the finishing by Ruth of her prize story in the 
early dusk of the winter morning. After fastening 
the sheets together she sat staring at it somberly, her 
arms folded across her narrow chest. Once she put 
out her hands and seized the manuscript with a sud- 
den fierce motion as if about to tear it in two. Then 
the bell rang for breakfast ; and with a little reckless 
shrug of her shoulders she slipped the papers into a 
drawer of the shabby desk. 

The second event was her stopping in at the study 
on her way down the corridor and waiting for com- 
pany. She stood at the door for a minute, looking 
wistfully around at the books and pictures. 

" I suppose,'^ she said as Myra presented herself 
with both shoes laced and her belt almost buckled, 
" that the walls in a hospital are generally bare." 

" Maybe so and maybe no," was the frivolous re- 
ply, " what's the dif ? Dear Ruth, are you planning 
to associate with me on this journey down the cor- 
ridor?" 

" If I am invited," she answered and shut her lipe 
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grimly at sound of Elinor^s voice : " Quick, 
Ruth ! I am asking first. May I have the pleasure 
of escorting you ? There, I beat you that time, Myra 
Dickinson ! " 

The end of the squabble was that Euth entered the 
dining-room with a rival hanging on either arm. 
Once she forgot and nearly laughed outright under 
the cross-fire of raillery. Just then she felt Elinor's 
clasp loosen and then press more firmly again with a 
convulsive force that hurt. Glancing sidewise she 
observed that the delicate face was very pale and the 
gray eyes darker than usual were fixed straight ahead. 
In her wonder over this curious change from the pre- 
ceding gayety, she did not notice that a group of girls 
at a table had drawn closer together to whisper and 
gaze furtively at Ruth herself. But Elinor had no- 
ticed. 

The third event trod upon the heels of the second. 
At the ringing of the gong for the earliest recitation 
Myra burst into the study. 

" He was walking down the hall just as fast as 
anything, and away up at the transverse came the 
professor hurrying after him. She beckoned to me 
to stop him, and I said his name out loud, and he 
turned around and waited for her. It was the Ger- 
man grammar man ! " 

" He is to lecture this evening,'' said Lydia ab- 
sently picking up a fountain-pen as she moved toward 
the door. 
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" I'm going to a concert in town instead and per- 
haps we'll take dinner at the restaurant if Myra has 
any money left," declared Elinor with vivacity a 
shade exa^erated. " By the way, Miss Howard, 
may I request that the next time you desire to em- 
bezzle another person's pen, you will kindly pass out 
via Miss Dickinson's desk ? She doesn't care a hang. 
For why ? 'Cause it's broken. See ? " 

Myra swerved lazily from contemplation of the 
snowy landscape outside to remark that Miss OflStt's 
slanginess was ceasing to be even an incident, let 
alone an event or an episode. 

" You two are the rudest creatures to each other I 
ever saw," commented Lydia, while Ruth, who — 
strangely enough ! — was again waiting on the thresh- 
old, regarded them soberly. 

" I like it," she said. She looked at Elinor who 
was bending her head over a sheaf of history notes, 
and then turned to Myra. " If you really intend to 
go into town for dinner, Myra, will you take a manu- 
script in to be typewritten for me ? " 

" Oh, it's the story ! " Myra gave a jubilant little 
skip. " It's finished at last. It will be ready in 
time. And you'll win. Hip, hip, hurrah! Now 
we'll show the girls! Ah, Ruth, wait a minute. Is 
Elinor in it ? " 

" Yes," answered Ruth slowly, " Elinor — is — in 
^ it." 

Elinor bent her head lower over her notes. 
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As soon as Euth had gone^ Myra attacked her 
briskly. " Elinor, why didn't you say something ? 
She has really put you in the story." 

" Say something ? " echoed Elinor almost in a 
groan, " say something ? What could I say ? It's 
done now. She has written the story. It is her 
great chance. Do you advise me to interfere now ? " 

" Interfere ? " exclaimed Myra. 

Elinor swung around in her chair. " Myra Dick- 
inson ! You think it is an honor. You think it is 
flattering. You think I like it. Like it I You think 
it is — is — ' nice. Like it ! Oh — my -^ soul ! " 

" Oh-o-oh ! " Myra was beginning to see. " You 
don't know what she has said about you, and you're 
afraid people will recognize the portrait. And if she 
has idealized you, they'll smile ; and if she has painted 
your faults — only I don't believe she knows yet that 
you have any — they'll — they'll talk." 

" Yes," assented Elinor, " they'll undoubtedly 
talk." 

" Well," Myra brightened at the new idea, " the 
solution is simple enough. If you don't want to be in 
it, tell her to take you out of it before it is type- 
written." 

" Go away ! " Elinor turned back to her notes with 
a jerk. 

" Oh, I understand. You're afraid it may spoil 
the story, and you wouldn't ruin her chance for any- 
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thing. You^re willing to make a little sacrifice 
for —'' 

" Go away 1 " 

" — for her sake because you are sorry and you 
really do care — " 

" Will you go away ? " 

Myra slid hastily across the rug. " Yes, yes, you 
old Gorgon, you ! Stop glaring like that. Anything 
to oblige. I'm going, going, gone ! " 

Elinor dropped back into her chair alone. " A 
little sacrifice ! '' she repeated softly, " a little sacri- 
fice ! " The rubber band on one of the packets 
snapped under her fingers and the papers flew scatter- 
ing far and wide. " A little sacrifice ! " She flung 
out her arms over the desk and buried her face from 
the light. " Oh — my — soul ! " 

The next event of the day was the discovery by 
Myra of an " Excellent " in red ink on her written 
topic in history. Overjoyed at this smile of fortune 
she began immediately to ponder how to treat the 
next one. After emitting sundry pale flashes of 
ideas throughout luncheon time, she was impelled to 
benefit Elinor by sharing the fire of inspiration to- 
ward the best endeavor. Her opportunity occurred 
while they were skating on the lake that afternoon. 

" You ought to try harder yourself,^' Myra coun- 
seled earnestly, " it is a great satisfaction, creates a 
warm and pleasant sensation within, and also helps 
to raise the standard of scholarship.^' 
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" Ook-a-rookaroo ! " crowed Elinor, impudently 
jerking her elbows at every syllable, " don't talk shop 
in recreation hour. Come on. I'll race you to that 
chair.'' 

At one end of the white-bordered lake a game of 
hockey was being played by short-skirted girls bent 
angularly as they went darting after the skipping ball. 
In a smooth comer others were frisking through a 
square dance, while a venturesome row " snapped the 
whip " farther on, and a long line of hilarious seniors 
skated single-file, each with her hands on the shoul- 
ders of the one in front. With an underclass ad- 
mirer supporting her timid steps, Lydia was taking 
a first lesson in the art of balancing her stately pro- 
portions on narrow blades of steel. Other beginners 
less fortunate in their ability to attract self-immo- 
lating devotion stumbled about by themselves. A 
chair disconsolately overturned lay at the edge of the 
ice. Elinor, reaching it first, propped it unsteadily 
upon its three remaining legs and sat tentatively 
down for a rest. 

Myra swaying to and fro before her counted off 
on her fingers : " Item : a girl ; item : skates on the 
girl; item iterum: reposing on a broken chair. 
What's the inference ? Prexie will catch you if you 
don't watch out. Eesult: notice on the bulletin 
board about destroying college furniture in learning 
to skate by pushing a chair." 

" Oh, no ! " cried Elinor in swift distress, *^ I 
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wouldnH have anybody think I did it under any con- 
sideration. It isn't honest." She sped away to a 
distance secure from the likelihood of compromising 
implications. 

" Wait, Elinor ! " Myra shot in pursuit, calling 
out while passing a beginner prone to frequent flop- 
ing, " There is Miss Gay — on skates ! " 

" How unkind ! " sighed the floored one, but Myra 
was beyond reach. 

" Now, Elinor, what I want to know is why you 
object to being regarded as careless about furniture 
though you do not mind one bit if people say you are 
indifferent to your work." 

" The chair isn't mine, while my work concerns 
nobody except myself, you see. It's my own life and 
my own time and I intend to live it to suit myself. 
If I estimate other interests of greater importance 
than digging in the library or dazzling in recitations, 
whose business is it ? " 

" Lots of persons' business. Ever so many girls 
sort of look up to you and follow your lead because 
you have a way with you. You're a granddaughter, 
too. They get it into their silly heads that it isn't 
quite the proper caper — hm-m, jig — ah, posture, 
I mean — to aim high intellectually. They notice 
this and they notice that They put two and two 
together — " 

" Lydia says it ien^t polite to put two and two to- 
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geiher," disputed Elinor, " be a lady, a channiiig, 
agreeable, superficial lady." 

" Oh, hush, simpleton ! Somebody said to me yes- 
terday, ^ Miss Offitt has the reputation of studying 
less than any other girl in college. I haven't looked 
into a book since the fourth hour, have you ? ' And 
I sat on her," continued Myra emphatically, " I isat 
on her so hard — " 

At this point a cynical twig, underfoot, sent her 
skates wildly slipping and deposited the censor of 
public morals in a tangled heap on the ice. Before 
she could collect her various, extremities into their 
normal compactness, the grudgeful Miss Gay scram- 
bled laboriously by, exclaiming sweetly as she passed, 
" There is Miss Dickinson — on skates." She con- 
fided afterward to Elinor that nobody could possibly 
imagine how much it had cost her to get there in 
time. 

" There's Ruth ! " Myra darted away with Elinor, 
their hands interlocked. " See ! Prexie is stopping 
to speak to her. Hasn't he a talent for looking right 
through a person without seeming to! He is study- 
ing her awfully hard; I can tell from the way he 
smiles. Ah, I beg your pardon, little one. Did I 
bump into a real live freshman ? " 

The big fresh-colored child with a red tam-o'shan- 
ter above her long braid swung around clumsily in a 
circle before recovering her imperiled balance. " It's 
my fault," she answered sociably, " I shouldn't have 
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stood here in the middle of everything — and me tak- 
ing up so much room anyhow. But I happened to be 
watching Prexie. That girl he is talking to over 
there by the road — is she the one they say is going 
crazy? She writes weird things for the Monthly, 
and has spells of being out of her head and wanders 
off by herself and acts queer. She does look wild, 
don't you think ? All the girls are wondering — " 

"Stopl" Elinor thrust Myra to one side. "That 
is a wicked sl&nder. It is a cruel lie. Ruth AUee 
is no more crazy than I am. She is sane and strong 
and sweet and — and all right — every bit all right. 
And I wish you'd tell everybody so. It is a wicked 
cruel lie. I — I beg your pardon," her voice fal- 
tered, " Miss — I don't know your name, but won't 
you please contradict that rumor whenever you hear 
it ? It isn't true. Please. I shall be ever so much 
obliged." 

The freshman regained her breath. " Not at all. 
Why, of course I will do it. It is the most interest- 
ing thing ; everybody says so. And Prexie must have 
heard the rumor too, I guess. Maybe that is why he 
is speaking to her so long. Isn't he dear! Good- 
bye." 

Myra dashed after her friend. " Elinor, wait 
Where are you going ? " 

" I am going to take off my skates and walk with 
Euth, and you are going too. We've got to show 
those gossiping idiots that she has plenty of friends 
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who stick to her and believe in her and — and love 
her and care for her reputation. The girls are jeal- 
ous, some of them, because she is a genius, and the 
others haven't anything else to talk about. We'll 
show them. We'll sh-show them. We'll — we'll — 
show — " 

" Here's my handkerchief, Elinor,'^ whispered 
Myra a few minutes later, " it's clean and dry." 
Then she considerately turned away to wateh the 
beautiful big round moon come sailing up over the 
evergreens. 

That moonrise had the pomp and majesty of an 
additional event. It was by no means the last, how- 
ever, that marked this winter day. At dinner the 
conversation quivered with accounts of mysterious 
thefts in the different buildings. One teacher had 
missed forty dollars from her bureau drawer. A 
senior had lost a new suit and hat worth eighty-five 
dollars. A man at twilight had sprung from behind 
a spruce tree and snatched a purse from a junior's 
wrist. A tall woman in black, closely veiled, had 
been seen stealing through the corridor. 

At Chapel time two freshmen had been frightened 
in the lower hall by a masked man who proved after- 
ward to be the watchman with a toothache. The 
German grammar man found his audience distrait, 
and the concert in town was startled from its polite 
enjoyment by the screaming of an hysterical woman. 
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And that night about one o'clock the laundry at the 
college burned to the ground. 

The maids who slept on the upper floors had all 
escaped except one. She had climbed to the roof 
and was shrieking for help while the flames roared 
below and licked up over the cornice. From win- 
dows in the dormitories students leaned out to watch 
the rapid movements of the firemen with hose and 
ladders. Elinor was wringing her hands. 

After the rescue capable Lydia ordered her two 
roommates back into the study. " I shall make you 
some chocolate to soothe your nerves for sleep," she 
announced in tones muffled somewhat by the moderate 
depths of their pantry shelf. " Beat this mixture 
one minute, Myra, till I fetch Euth." 

The one minute lengthened to fifteen before she 
reappeared with her grave face more excited than 
through the thrilling hour of the fire. 

" Girls," she said, " Ruth has decided to give up 
this selfish college life and become a trained nurse. 
She is planning to leave to-morrow. She has been 
thinking about it for several weeks ; and to-night when 
she saw the heroism of the firemen she knew in a 
flash that nothing is worth while except self-sacri- 
fice." 

Myra opened her mouth very wide, shut it again, 
dropped the spoon, covered her face with her hands, 
and burst into tears. 

Elinor tossed aside the pillow which she had been 
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hugging against her lips while she listened. She 
picked up the spoon and began to stir vigorously. 

" Myra Dickinson ! " she snapped, " I do wish you 
would get over being such a baby. If Euth AUee 
wishes to leave us, let her go, I say. It's her own 
affair. Everybody knows she is cra^y." 

" Well, I must say I " ejaculated Lydia, lifting her 
arms and letting them fall in a gesture of helpless 
dismay, " Ruth renouncing college, Myra crying, 
Elinor cross ! We certainly need that hot chocolate 
in a hurry.^^ 



CHAPTER XVII 

OELA m'eST EGAL 

The following morning, which was Saturday, saw 
Lydia rise in the early darkness, determined to dis- 
suade Ruth from her new resolve. On the fore- 
going night even Lydia had been infected by the pre- 
vailing atmosphere of excitement, and she had ac- 
cepted the plan with rather awed approval. Reflec- 
tion, however, evolved cooler views — all the cooler 
for the depression of spirits in the natural swinging 
of the pendulum from exaltation. In the clear- 
sighted hour before dawn she perceived sharply out- 
lined the folly of unreasonable heroics. Up on the 
instant and away to the tower room, where cautious 
steps told of packing betimes. 

" Listen, Ruth,'' she whispered, closing the door 
and adjusting the transom in mindfulness of sleepers 
behind thin partitions on all sides, " I've been think- 
ing it over, and it won't do at all. You're not strong 
enough for such an occupation. Furthermore your 
talents lie in a different sphere; that is exceedingly 
important Finally even if you should persist that 
this business of nursing is unmistakably your life 
work, you ought first to finish the college course with- 
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out doubt If you believe in education, you will 
understand clearly that the better the preparation 
the better the service." 

Buth lifted heavy eyes. " I have considered every 
objection," she replied, " and I have decided." 

Lydia felt an unaccustomed sensation as if buffet- 
ing against a stone wall. She glanced almost plead- 
ingly about the dim room where the light burned 
low for fear of disturbing neighbors by the reflection 
on the white ceiling in the hall. Through the win- 
dow the western sky was blanching to gray above the 
distant hills. 

She sought a foothold for argument. " Tell me 
again exactly why you have resolved to go." 

Ruth drew a tired breath, for she too was trou- 
bled secretly by a reaction of mood. " It is my 
duly," she said, " the world is full of sorrow and 
suffering and nothing is worth while except to try 
to help. Here I am helping no one. I am even in- 
juring some by my very presence. I irritate and 
annoy without intending to do so. My departure 
would mean the removal of a wearisome burden. 
Another can accomplish more good in my position — 
make a better editor and find greater joy in the work. 
Hundreds of applicants are denied admission to this 
college every year. I can leave my place to be oc- 
cupied by some girl who has been disappointed about 
entering. There^s economy for you. The sum of 
human happiness will be increased on every score." 
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" Nonsense ! " snapped Lydia brusquely. *' It's 
fine and unselfish in you to think that, though it is 
not one bit true. Come, now, Euth, listen to rea- 
son." 

She listened, indeed, passing to and fro engaged 
in folding, sorting, and arranging. Lydia talked 
with her habitual fiuency till smitten with a sudden 
exasperating conviction of the uselessness of it all, 
she departed abruptly to dress for breakfast 

In the study she discovered the two girls moving 
about with a subdued gravity as if waiting for news 
from a sick-room. At the report of her ill-success 
Myra sputtered, but Elinor was silent. 

" I'll speak to her myself," declared Myra, " do 
you realize that it will break up our crowd if she goes 
away? Maybe that has not occurred to her. We 
four have always stuck together, and — oh, dear me ! 
— we'll miss her dreadfully. She always under- 
stands." 

" Ah ! " Lydia paused with the ribbons of her 
dressing-gown half untied, " I never thought of it in 
that light before, and yet I see that it is true. 
Though Euth is different from us and the rest of the 
girls, we are fond of her because she understands." 

Myra was delighted at her own hit. "Yes, of 
course, that is where her genius lies — sympathetic 
insight united to power of expression. I read that 
definition somewhere. I understand you; Elinor 
understands you and me ; Euth understands all three. 
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I think that I understand Ruth a little, even about 
this ridiculous scheme of leaving college. Just give 
me a chance to convince her of her mistake ! '^ 

Elinor turned around from her diligent and un- 
necessary rearrangement of ornaments on the book- 
case. " Lydia, did she mention any other pretext 
for leaving in the middle of the year except the mis- 
sionary impulse ? " 

Lydia reflected. " I believe she made a remark 
about being an annoyance and irritation to people 
here instead of a help. She is evidently under the 
impression that her presence is a burden to someone 
who dislikes her. I told her that such a notion was 
absolutely morbid and unwholesome as well as ego- 
tistical. And it is too." 

" How peculiar ! " Elinor noted with a throb of 
relief that Myra had providentially retired into her 
bedroom. " Hark ! There is the gong beginning 
to whir for breakfast. Isn't the clangor worse every 
day?" 

So it really was as she had suspected through the 
sleepless hours. Ruth was going away because of 
her. Because of her, Ruth was going away from 
the happiest life she had ever known. Elinor's fin- 
gers trembled so clumsily among the bric-a-brac that 
Lydia halted on the threshold at the sight of her best 
vase half toppling from its place. 

" Come to breakfast, Elinor. It isn't dusting-day. 
Why, child, you are as pale as Ruth. That fire upset 
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you completely. We shall see if the maid cannot 
bring you some soft-boiled eggs for a change. That 
is the only proper kind of a diet in winter. Kuth 
avoids them, to be sure, but she is entitled to an 
equipment of idiosyncrasies, mental, moral, and phys- 
ical. Everybody cannot be a genius. It is a crime 
for her to make such a mistake as that nursing v^ill 
be." 

" Ah, I'm not so sure," answered Elinor airily 
as she stepped into the hall, " nine persons out of ten 
believe they have a gift for writing. Hundreds of 
girls shine in college magazines, and then go blinking 
and flickering down to ashes after Commencement 
day. Oh 1 " Elinor halted suddenly. " There she 
comes now down the tower stairs. I think I'll run 
back to wait till Myra is ready for breakfast" She 
retreated so precipitately that the lines about Ruth's 
mouth set in an expression of even greater sternness 
than before. / 

At the table Elinor clung to Myra as a shield of 
talkativeness to cover her own stubborn silence toward 
Ruth. If Ruth wanted to go, let her. If she want- 
ed to go, let her. It was all the same to Elinor. 
Cela m'est egal. Cela niest egal. Cela m^est egaL 
The phrase drummed over and over in her aching 
head. She remembered Myra's trick of droning the 
French in a maddening sing-song with a pronuncia- 
tion carefully pruned and flattened to, " Slam at a 
gal. Slam at a gal. Slam at a gal. Which means 
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it's all the same to me. I don't care." No, of 
course, Elinor did not care a jot whether Ruth went 
to Jericho or New York or the Philippines or re- 
mained at college. It was all the same to her. 

The forenoon passed, and still she had uttered no 
protest. In the afternoon Myra blew into the study, 
flung herself on the couch, and beat her palms to- 
gether. 

" That stubborn, obstinate, pig-headed girl ! Though 
I've coaxed and coaxed, she won't yield an inch. 
Only," here gleamed a spark of fleeting self-congratu- 
lation, " she isn't going to-day. The fact is that she 
cannot get off so soon because she must first consult 
Prexie and Mrs. Vernon and have her trunk brought 
up from the catacombs and resign from the Board of 
Editors, and several little affairs like that. Isn't 
she flighty! Fancy her living by herself in a great 
city ! She will surely fall ill with none of us there 
to bring her hot milk and toast. I argued that she 
owed a quantity of duties to the college and to us and 
to herself and to the Alumnse Society, which lent her 
the money to come — duties a heap more pressing 
than that of nursing poor miserable sick folks who 
are all strangers to her and likely to prove cranky 
and ungrateful. She says that I fail to understand 
her attitude and must allow her to judge for herself. 
Yet all the while she is so nervous that she can't lie 
quiet without jerking her hand away from me every 
minute. I do believe that she will break down with 
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nervous prostration just as soon as possible. Oh, 
dear 1 She acts as if I am telling a story when I say 
we will all miss her terribly/' 

" Where is she now ? " asked Elinor, rising from 
her desk and standing motionless while awaiting the 
answer. 

" The last I saw of her she had started for the gym 
to get her suit from the locker. And she says that 
it is an ir-ir^irrevocable finality." 

*^ Of course," commented Elinor, " it generally is 
with such temperaments." And she departed with 
an air of conspicuous superiority to emotion-ruffled 
young persons who burrow into kindly silken pillows 
to hide their teary lashes and quivering lips. 

A portion of the lower floor in the gymnasium 
building was occupied by a swimming-tank; and 
there in entertaining contrast to the snowstorm out- 
side a dozen students were frolicking. One shrinking 
figure descended the marble stairs, inch by inch, with 
apprehensive little cries of, " You won't touch me 
now, will you ? You won't pull me in ? " Another 
was teaching a novice to swim by supporting her at 
the end of a curtain-pole. Whenever the amateur 
instructor cruelly permitted a ducking, a friendly 
spectator plashed indignantly to the rescue. Others 
in play that they were water-sprites danced about 
with much whirling of white arms and showering of 
silvery drops. 

Elinor perceived Ruth leaning with both elbows 
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on the railing while she watched the sport. After a 
moment of hesitancy Elinor took two steps in flight 
toward the nearest door, then stopped herself with a 
jerk, straightened her shoulders, advanced to Ruth's 
side, and laid one hand lightly on her arm. 

Ruth turned her head slowly. At her first glimpse 
of the face near her own, her dreaming eyes widened 
with utter amazement as if she could not believe in 
the vision. The expression of amazement gradually 
changed to radiant joy, glowed for a heart's beat, and 
then went out suddenly, leaving the pupils contracted 
and the iris curiously dull. She turned back to the 
swimmers without a word. 

Elinor cleared her throat. " May I speak to you 
a minute ? " she asked, almost in a whisper. 

" Speak away." 

" Not here ! " 

" I prefer it here." 

" Ruth." Elinor cleared her throat again and 
glanced appealingly at the averted profile. . " Ruth, 
have you told anybody else of your plan ? " 

There was a moment's pause. " Not yet," she an- 
swered in a tone tinged with suUenness as if resenting 
the possible suspicion that this delay might hint at a 
wavering of her decision. *^ I shall attend to that 
later. Look! Doesn't that girl swim well on her 
back ? " 

" Ruth, I wanted to tell you — I came to say — 
That girl certainly does swim well. But they 
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shouldn't try to dive. The tank is too shallow for 
diving right there." 

Ruth drooped her eyelids and moved a few steps 
farther along the railing. Elinor apparently did not 
notice. She spoke easily. 

" I wanted to tell you, Ruth, that I am ever so 
sorry about the manuscript Myra and I forgot to 
take it down town to be typewritten yesterday.'' 

" I know it," said Ruth. 

" Good-bye for a little. I must run back to finisU 
my Greet You are positive that it doesn't make any 
difference about the story ? " 

" No, it doesn't make any difference." 

Outside the door Elinor lifted her hand, un- 
clenched it absently, and stared at it without seeing 
the reddened marks where her finger-nails had pressed 
into the flesh. 

'' Cela nuest egal/' she said. 

She said it again to herself that evening when Myra 
clung to Ruth through dinner and chapel and escorted 
her to the concert afterward^ while Lydia hovered 
sternly in their vicinity. At the concert Elinor sat 
by herself in the back pew, though as a rule she 
would choose to miss an entertainment altogether 
rather than to make herself, as she supposed, con- 
spicuous by going alone. She was afraid that people 
might think she was queer and unpopular. On this 
evening, however, at the sound of the gong at eight 
o'clock, she dropped the paper which she had been 
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holding before her in the reading-room and joined 
the leisurely stream of girls in the corridor without a 
single anxious glance around for some stray acquaint- 
ance whom she could invite to accompany her. 

The lights were turned low in the chapel except 
for a single gas-jet over the organ. From her seat 
in the rearmost comer Elinor could turn the slats 
of the window-blind beside her and gaze through nar- 
row spaces at the pallid snowy world without where 
a dim moon was struggling behind a web of clouds. 
Or, if she liked, she could watch three heads some 
distance farther forward near the middle aisle. That 
symmetrical outline with the chin well up and the 
shoulders erect belonged to Lydia. The contour of 
the second one was hazier in the dusk because of the 
blur of looser, wavier hair; and it was drooping in 
an affectionate nestling way toward the third. The 
third, though very stiff and still, had a curiously 
huddled look as if the nerves had relaxed in the dark- 
ness. Elinor's' restless eyes kept traveling from the 
window to that ungraceful shadowy figure. " Oh, 
dear ! " she fretted to herself, " Kuth has done her 
hair at the wrong angle again." 

When the concert was over, Elinor glided out 
among the earliest departures and escaped to the 
study, where after some uneasy wandering from 
book-case to bedroom she decided to mend stockings 
for awhile. Sitting down just as she was in her filmy 
white crepe she carefully threaded all her needles, 
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sorted all her stockicgSy examining each one wiiK fas- 
tidious slow scrutiny, rearranged her basket, studied 
the monogram on her thimble, and then, at the sound 
of quick steps in the alleyway, began to dam very 
fast and earnestly. 

Myra burst in. " Elinor, Ruth won't send it in. 
We forgot to take it down and she says it's fate and 
she doesn't care about it now anyway, because she 
will give up writing and won't have time for it, and 
it's just as well, and she's going to bum it up. 
Hurry 1 You've got to coax her." 

" Yes ? " Elinor raised her head inquiringly and 
murmured the monosyllable with maddening sweet- 
ness, her needle arrested politely. " Was there any- 
thing I can do for you ? " 

" Idiot 1 Ruth's going away, I say, and she won't 
submit her story for the prize. She has the best 
chance of anybody in this college, and the girls will 
be disappointed, and she owes it to us, and I can't 
make her budge. And oh, Elinor, if you could only 
see her and talk to her, you would understand. She 
will get over this nursing fad and then she will be 
sorry. It is throwing away her best chance. Lydia 
argued with her. And it's our fault, because we for- 
got to take it down to be typewritten. Elinor, go 
coax her to do it. She always used to like you best" 

Elinor smiled dubiously. " I am so extremely 
busy this evening, Myra, you see," she answered 
gently, "but if you really think it would do any 
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gbod — " She paused, leaving the conclusion to her 
sentence artistically vague. 

" Yes, yes, run along. It may do good. And the 
story is fine. Miss Ewers read it and said so in a 
letter. It's a shame and a sin. She looked around 
to find the matchbox, but I hid it in a hurry while 
she was packing something else. Give me those stock- 
ings. I'll mend them in a jiffy. Run! " 

" Of course, there is the gas,'' suggested Elinor 
with mild interest, " and if she honestly intended to 
do it, you know — " 

" Beg pardon, what did you say ? Oh, do stop 
mumbling and run, Elinor, please." 

Elinor moved in quite leisurely fashion until she 
reached the foot of the tower stairs. Then she picked 
up her fluffy skirts, ran swiftly and lightly up to the 
hall above, and rapped on Ruth's door. 

" Come." The voice sounded weary, and the face 
that glanced up from a box of papers on the bed at 
her entrance looked pale and tired. " Ah, it is you, 
Elinor,'^ she nodded gravely in greeting. " Will you 
sit down ? If you wait one minute, I will clear the 
clothes off a chair for you." 

" Oh, the bed will do, thank you." Elinor fluttered 
across the little room. " Can't I help you with the 
packing ? " 

" I don't believe you can," said Euth as she slipped 
elastic bands around one packet of notes after an- 
other. She was wearing a long robe of outing-flanneL 
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Elinor could see the hollows in her throat when she 
breathed. There were hollows too under her cheek- 
bones, and her eyes had dark half -circles under them. 
Elinor watched her silently for a minute. 

" Oh, Ruth ! " she brust out at last in a soft little 
cry of pity. " You are so tired 1 Let me help, please, 
do let me help." 

" You always try to be kind, Elinor," answered 
Ruth without raising her lashes. " I'm just as much 
obliged, thank you." 

Elinor shifted her seat a few inches so that she 
could brace herself against the footboard. Even with 
this support she found it necessary to open her mouth 
twice before her will pushed on the words to the 
point of articulation. 

"Ruth, Myra says that you have changed your 
mind about submitting your story in the prize con- 
test, and — and I am very sorry. I wish you would 
send it in. You owe it to yourself. You owe it to 
the college and to — to us. You ought not to sacri- 
fice your talent for such things to a sudden impulse 
for self-abnegation. You really ought not. I wish 
you wouldn't. Please, Ruth, don't you think that it 
will be better for you to — to think it over and stay 
at college and send in the story for the prize. Won't 
you, Ruth ? I wish you would." 

Ruth finished fitting the various packets neatly into 
the box. Then she looked up. "Elinor, do you 
know that the story is about you ? I wrote it at a 
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time when I was angry — but it is a picture that 
will be recognized. Miss Ewers recognized it when 
she read the manuscript. She says that the story will 
be likely to win one of the prizes or at least be bought 
for publication. And she also said that I would not 
submit it if I cared for you." 

Elinor closed her eyes for an instant ; then opened 
them again. 

" Elinor, you may decide for me. You may choose 
whether I shall remain at college and submit the 
story, or bum it and go." 

" Ha-ha-ha ! " It was such a shrill falsetto laugh 
that Elinor herself was astonished and caught her 
breath after it. " The idea ! But you don't care for 
me, you know. And so of course you will submit it." 

Ruth shoved aside the box on her lap, rose without 
haste, stepped across to her desk, pulled out the 
drawer, took from it some written sheets and carried 
them toward the gas-jet near the bureau. Elinor 
watched her scan the wall and the floor beneath in 
search of the matchsafe. 

"Myra has hidden it," she volunteered with an 
odd little smile, "youM better not. It may bum 
your fingers and the ashes will litter the carpet It 
is an awfully messy thing to do." 

Buth thrust one comer of the manuscript into the 
gas-flame. 

Elinor sprang to her feet. " Ruth, stop ! I choose 
for you to stay. Blow it out 1 Quick 1 Drop it 1 " 
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*' Don't touch me." With the sheaf of blazing 
paper in her outstretched hand Euth stepped across 
the space to the washstand in order to finish the bon- 
fire in the basin. A match which Myra had dropped 
snapped under her shoe, caught the fluff at the edge 
of her outing^flannel, and leaped upward in a swiftly 
licking flame. 

Elinor saw her amazed expression as she stood 
motionless while the flickering papers began to flutter 
down from her loosened grasp. 

" Unbutton it ! " She darted toward Ruth, seized 
the burning robe, tore it off, crumpled it into a ball to 
smother the blaze, and then flung herself down with 
her face pressed close to the floor and her arms shield- 
ing her head; for the flimsy stuff of her own gown 
had taken fire and was flaming lightly around her. 

A few minutes later she tried to struggle free from 
the folds of the blanket which Ruth after emptying 
the pitcher of water upon her head had crushed over 
her body. 

" I'm all right now. Please let me up." She 
rose unsteadily, and Ruth, kneeling beside her, 
brushed away a spark or two that lingered smoul- 
dering in the charred rufiles. " Are you hurt, Ruth ? 
Oh ! " she could not stifle the moan of the pain as 
Ruth's lips pressed her fingers, "oh, don't! They 
sting so." She looked down at the other with a brave 
little smile. " You will stay, Ruth, won't you ? I 
choose for you to stay." 
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Ruth swerved suddenly and hid her face against 
the bedside. 

" Crackie ! " Myra stood open-mouthed on the 
threshold. 

Elinor turned toward her uncertainly, her pretty 
head swaying oddly to and fro above the scorched 
rags that clothed her shoulders. 

"Ruth is going to stay, Myra," she said; and 
fainted dead away. 



CHAPTER XVin. 

THEEB DUMMY IDIOTS. 

Field Day that spring was rainy. In the garden 
yellow lilies lifted fragrant cups to the gentle 
drizzle. The lilacs swayed low with their burden of 
glistening drops, and the pansies watched tearfully 
outside the archway in the hedge aroud the Circle. 
Umbrellas filed past them, some bobbing along 
sedately, others jerking and rolling at an agitated 
canter, while here and there a waterproof trotted by 
unsheltered, its owner defiantly hopeful of seeing 
blue sky any minute. 

Myra in her gym suit, her hair braided in the old 
freshman fashion, had entered the lists for the hurdle 
race, the two-hundred yard dash, and the running 
broad jump. She won in the first, and fell into Eli- 
nor's arms amid a chorus of ecstatic yelling from that 
section of the benches where the juniors huddled un- 
der umbrellas. In the dash she was tired at the start, 
and found herself dropping farther and farther in the 
rear. Still she pegged along, elbows crooked, breath 
coming hard. When she staggered up twenty feet 
behind the winner at the goal, she was received again 
by Elinor, all compassion this time, while from the 
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spectators rose sympathetic murmurs of, " She's half 
dead," " Poor Myra 1 " and, " She did well any- 
how." 

During the competition in jumping the rain began 
to beat down more persistently. One contestant after 
another landed with both feet and sitting suddenly 
down slid merrily onward in the mud. Myra jump- 
ed so far that she was invited to try a second and 
third time in hopes of breaking the record. At her 
fourth effort the space showed less, for she was reach- 
ing the limit of her strength. When she heard the 
shouts of, " Try again, Myra ! Try again, Myra ! " 
and an encouraging, ^^ Dickinson forever 1 Hurrah, 
girls, hurrah ! " she muttered, " I think you're all 
horrid ! " Nevertheless the acclaim spurred her on 
to further endeavor. Being rewarded only by a 
longer, muddier slide she was rescued by indignant 
Lydia and marched away for dry clothes. 

The interclass games in basketball had been sched- 
uled for the afternoon. In the gray dusk of the 
lower hall after luncheon, it was a melancholy Field 
Day Committee that assembled on a truck while 
waiting to expostulate, as they termed it, with the 
doctor and the principal. It was not raining so 
awfully hard after all, and the sky was liable to clear 
at any moment. This was the sole Saturday remain- 
ing that could be taken for the important — unspeak- 
ably important — tournament. There was the new 
and beautiful championship pennon patiently drap- 
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ing the gymnasiunx wall, and nobody to win it if the 
authorities turned coward before a trifle of dampness. 

The said authorities hard-pressed at length granted 
reluctant permission for the games to begin the min- 
ute that the pools in the road showed no dimpling 
trace of new droppings. Myra, who was suflSciently 
restored from the morning's exertions to take her 
usual place on the team, watched the brown spattered 
water unremittingly till so tantalized that she threat- 
ened to hold an umbrella over it while the players 
escaped with smooth consciences from the clutches of 
the gymnasium director. 

" Nothing but a boarding-school, isn't it, Myra ? " 
laughed Ruth as she halted at the window on her way 
to a Board meeting. Ruth's angles seemed to have 
softened somehow since February, and a contented 
twinkle gleamed oftener in her eyes. It was pleasant 
to care for her ^^ contemporaries," and to have them 
care for her. The knowledge that she had won af- 
fection was giving her greater self-confidence socially. 
She brushed a streak of mud from the athlete's sleeve 
with an affectionate pat. " Take courage, youngster. 
Wasn't it glory enough for you this forenoon? 
You'll make your mark some day. This decorative 
spot looks very much like a beginning." 

Myra twisted around. ^^ Oh, Ruth, that's exactly 
what I heard somebody say about you. The Hall of 
Fame — well, it isn't much, you know — not one of 
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the girls in it yet! There's your chance. Ah, hul- 
loa, Elinor ! What's the news ? " 

Even in a gym suit Elinor appeared graceful and 
girlish in comparison with Myra's boyish litheness. 
She was twirling an open letter between her fingers. 

" It's from mother," she said slowly, " and if I 
choose I may go abroad next year." 

" And not come back here to graduate ? " gasped 
Myra. 

Elinor's head dipped assentingly. 

" How utterly ridiculous ! Doesn't she know that 
you have been elected vice-president of the class for 
our senior year ? " 

Another speechless nod replied. 

" Don't go," said Ruth. 

Elinor fumbled with her letter. " I never wished 
to enter college in the first place. It is such a nar- 
row life — " 

" Heigho, Dickinson and Offitt ! " a shout came 
ringing down the corridor, " hurry up there ! Rain's 
over and the team's ready to start. Trot along and 
be sure to bring all the lemons you can steal. 'Rah, 
'rah, 'rah for the juniors ! " 

After the Board meeting when Ruth hastened out 
to the Circle, the sun's level rays had slipped low 
enough to shine from under a curtain of cloud. 
Grass and trees glowed a wonderfully vivid green 
under the purple sky. Where the shadow of the 
hedge stretched far across the campus she beheld a 
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confused mob of girls. They were mostly in one an- 
other's arms, whirling, dancing, and shrieking tri- 
umphant proclamation of victory. Around the out- 
skirts of the courts members of the vanquished teams 
departed with dejected step amid sympathizing 
friends. 

Presently Lydia separated herself from the tumul- 
tuous mass and insisted upon extricating Myra and 
Elinor. 

" What a looking object 1 ^' 

" She went head first over a bench," laughed Eli- 
nor, " and you should have seen the hats sent flying. 
She was blind to everything except that big leather 
ball bounding into space. The space happened to be 
a scattering crowd of innocent victims ; she didn't no- 
tice. By the way, Lydia, are you definitely positive 
that my face is clean at last ? " 

" Fairiy so," replied my cautious lady, " that is, it 
looks so from the outside. Why do you ask ? " 

" Oh, thank you ! " she turned to address Ruth, 
" You see, I am only a sub, and I spent my time 
sitting around on a rug and watching the game. Be- 
tween the innings every girl with a wet sponge — 
Lydia among them — urged me to have my face 
bathed, and they refused to be argued out of their 
duty. I flatter myself that I needn't scrub it again 
for a week." 

" Elinor," broke out Myra with unimpaired en- 
ergy, " why don't you go in for athletics in earnest ? 
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You are quick and cool and strong for your build. 
You could do anything well if you only resolved to 
make the effort." 

" Am I not an honorable and not inglorious sub ? 
Don't I sit around gracefully and cheer my famous 
companions ? Do I not practice faithfully and seize 
the ball quite frequently even when somebody else 
wants it ? Don't I say, ^ Beg pardon/ in every scrim- 
mage ? " 

" Yes, you do. It sounds so funny. You ought 
to get over that habit and also cultivate strategic abil- 

ity." 

" Strategic ability ! " echoed Elinor stopping to 
laugh at the edge of a shadow where the sunbeams 
caught the gold in her hair. " So that's why you 
put your finger to your lips and hop up and down 
like a dismayed robin whenever the ball bounces in 
your direction. Then a swoop — and it was hurtling 
over the heads of your foes. Strategic ! " 

" I was only thinking," explained Myra abnor- 
mally oblivious to the joke, " that if you were on the 
regular team your mother would understand how 
atrocious it is for her to suggest your going abroad 
next year." 

" What's that ? " inquired Lydia aroused from her 
habitual incurious serenity. 

During Myra's annotated report Elinor slipped 
ahead of the others and pressed into the crowded ele- 
vator just before the door was shut. When the three 
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reached the study a few minutes later, they met her 
emerging in her dressing-gown. Myra with a whoop 
raced her down the corridor to the bathroom. Elinor 
being unaware of a certain hasty consultation near 
the staircase wondered why nobody alluded further 
to the prospect of her release from the necessity of 
completing the college course. 

Their silence was, to say the least, perplexing. At 
dinner the conversation fluttered perseveringly over 
the day's contests. After Chapel there was a grand 
fudge party in one of the smaller dormitories; and 
the four friends did not escape till ten. The fol- 
lowing day brought scarcely a moment's peace to the 
study. The girls from the next suite sauntered sleep- 
ily in to secure the bread and milk which Lydia had 
engaged to bring up from the breakfast room. Then 
after a run around the garden — a run varied by 
happy little skips between steps and by pauses for 
blissful sniffing at this blossom and that — they all 
dressed for services. Till dinner time half a dozen 
callers dropped in to discuss the sermon. Through- 
out the afternoon others kept wandering in to chat 
and to nibble the peanuts and maple sugar which had 
been smuggled from the dinner table. A Sunday 
supper of chocolate, scrambled eggs, and rarebit 
cooked over their own gas-stove busied the party till 
time for the Bible lecture. Finally after a few short 
calls given and received, they wandered into their 
alleyway on the journey to bed. 
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Ruth lingered at the door. " Qood nighty girls." 

" I wish you and Lydia belonged to the teams, so 
that you both might go to the waffle-supper to-morrow 
evening. Strawberries, waffles^ salad, chocolate 
cake ! " Myra's eyes rolled blissfully. 

" Just two weeks till examinations and then ho, 
for vacation I '* Elinor^s voice subsided in a mild 
quaver. " Maybe a long vacation for me." 

Astonished by the silence that greeted this bid for 
vehement pleading she glanced at the others. Myra 
was doubled up on a low ottoman, her knees almost 
touching her chin, her fists pinched into her cheeks. 
Lydia was twisting the lower part of the droplight 
as if intent upon creating a brighter glare. Ruth 
leaning against the door jamb was staring absorbedly 
at her own shoes. 

Elinor surveyed them with a puzzled frown. She 
was accustomed to being treated as a young person of 
importance. " Girls, if I choose, I can go abroad 
this summer to stay two years." 

Nobody said anything. 

" I have always wished to travel in Europe insteaa 
of vegetating in college. It is so much more broad- 
ening." 

Myra dug her fists a quarter-inch farther into her 
round cheeks. " Yes ! " she said, hurling out the un- 
adorned syllable chopped off clean with its consonant. 
Under ordinary circumstances she was apt to pro- 
nounce the word yep. 
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" Certainly it is," agreed Lydia with even more 
than her usual distinctness. 

" We shall be sorry to miss you," added Ruth po- 
litely. 

Elinor looked at them out of the comer of her eye. 
" I needn't return here if I do not desire to do so," 
she repeated as if musing over the problem for her 
own benefit, " and I have never cared for this life." 

" No ! " Myra shot out again like a pea from a 
pop-gun, " you have always hated it." 

Lydia gave a vigorous screw of the lamp-cock that 
sent the flame blazing outside the mantel. " It will 
doubtless be an excellent advantage for any individ- 
ual," she commented smoothly. 

Ruth shifted her weight from one foot to the other. 
" In case you determine to accept this offer, we shall 
not be bothered about endeavoring to secure that 
suite for four on the senior corridor. I have heard 
rumors of two or three other groups aiming for it*" 

Rubbing one hand across her forehead in a dazed 
way, Elinor walked over to a window and began to 
fumble with the curtain-cord. 

" We shall live in Paris — my brother and I. We 
shall do exactly as we please and have the most beau- 
tiful timel It maddens me to reflect that I have 
already wasted three years in this little monotonous 
hole of an institution." 

Myra opened her mouth with a snap; then at a 
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warning gesture from Lydia shut it again by means 
of a frantic clutch at her jaw. 

" That will be extremely charming, I am sure," re- 
sponded Lydia in her most beaming manner, while 
the flame went flickering down into the tube under 
her earnest manipulation. 

" We shall be delighted to hear from you oc- 
casionally," was Ruth's contribution with suspicious 
over-emphasis on the adjective. 

Elinor gave the cord such a vicious jerk that the 
shade flew up with a whir, and then tumbled crash- 
ing down to the floor. 

" You are all just too horrid for anything 1 " she 
burst out on the verge of exasperated tears, and act- 
ually kicking the poor curtain from her path, " here 
I am trying my very best to decide about next fall 
while you three dummy idiots stand around and 
shove all the responsibility upon me all alone. It 
would serve you right if I should simply pick up and 
go and never come back to finish the senior year." 

Someone shuffled softly by in the corridor outside. 

" So," began Myra with diabolical gravity, " you 
seem to imply that you may possibly condescend — " 

And Elinor, I am ashamed to say, threw a book 
at her. But it was a limp-covered book. 



IV 
THE SENIOR YEAR 
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CHAPTER XIX 

SETTING AN EXAMPLE 

It was very quiet in the senior alcove of the 
library. Lydia cool and serene in immaculate white 
duck sat back in her chair, her Hegel held well up 
at the proper distance and angle. Ruth was study- 
ing with her elbows on the long table of polished oak, 
her hands supporting cheeks that looked a bit paler 
than usual from contrast with the dark blue of her 
shirtwaist. Elinor in dainty linen brightened by a 
belt and sailor-collar of scarlet silk leaned one arm 
indolently on the cold radiator in front of the win- 
dow. 

It was pleasant there — almost drowsy. Out of 
doors she could see stretches of green lawn wonder- 
ful with the velvety shadows of trees. A gong 
struck somewhere, reverberating silvery in softened 
distances ; and presently she caught glimpses of bare- 
headed girls, the October sunshine in their hair, flit- 
ting over the curving concrete paths from building to 
building. One student wrapped in a long cape, a 
braid tossing over her shoulder, shot out of a side 
door and ran toward the Circle, the soles of her gym 
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shoes twinkling behind her. Elinor and Myra used 
to run like that when thev were freshmen. 

Elinor's dreaming eyes fell again to the open page 
before her. " An artist or an artisan or a writer 
who does not * do his best ^ is not only an inferior 
workman, but a bad man.'' She glanced carelessly 
at the footnote which quoted Carlyle as saying of a 
certain shiftless carpenter that " he broke the whole 
decalogue with every stroke of his hammer." 

" And the student who does not * do her best,' " 
pondered Elinor idly, " I wonder just how bad I 
am." Instinctively aware that she was being scruti- 
nized she looked up to meet the serious gaze of Ruth's 
brooding eyes. Elinor's smile this year showed a 
light that was like a lingering caress* Now half in 
impulsive affection, grateful for the thought bestowed 
upon herself, half in the wish to distract attention 
from that same unworthy self, she held out the book 
with one finger on the disturbing sentence. 

Ruth read it soberly. " Yes," she said, " I think 
so too, don't you ? * To do good work, whether you 
live or die, — it is the entrance to all Princedoms; 
and if not done, the day will come, and that in- 
fallibly, when you must labor for evil instead of 
good.' " 

" Oh, no, not that 1 " impetuously. The whisper 
was stifled at the sight of Lydia's brows lifted re- 
provingly. Two freshmen, pen and pad in hand, 
tiptoed with a chastened air of importance into the 
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alcove on their prescribed tour of inspection. The 
library was their arsenal of tools to be used during 
the coming four years. Ignorant of the sacredness 
of this particular precinct, they glided behind the 
senior chairs and reached up to scan the volumes of 
ethics and philosophy on the higher shelves. One of 
them complacently thorough requested the handsome 
young woman in white to move slightly in order that 
the row hidden by her flowing skirts might be inves- 
tigated. Lydia acceded with an amused smile of be- 
nignant tolerance. Ruth was too deeply absorbed in 
her Pindar to squander notice. Elinor apparently 
oblivious of the intrusion was planning to relate 
most effectively this latest infraction of etiquette and 
tradition. Myra would be overjoyed; for had she 
not so terrified a dozen awed freshmen concerning the 
senior corridor that thev avoided it as if it were 
plague-infected ? 

Here a breeze from the baize doors swinging reck- 
lessly inward blew through the library. There was 
a swift patter of footsteps, and Myra rushing into 
the alcove at the head of an exultant band of seniors 
swooped upon Elinor. 

" You're class president ! She isn't coming back 
after all. Doctor says she mustn't. So the vice- 
president succeeds. You're it 1 You're it, you dear 
sweet thing 1 " 

At last from the suffocating clutches about her 
neck Elinor's voice issued gaspingly : " Oh, no, no, 
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no! I don't want to. I shall resign. I never ex- 
pected it would happen. Fd be ashamed to be seen. 
I can't — I can't, I tell you I " 

The two freshmen as if graven in stone with their 
faces twisted toward the drama listened as freshmen 
often do. A group of industrious sophomores dis- 
tracted from their books in the gallery peered over 
the railing. Lydia after an alert survey of the 
scene marshaled her noisy classmates out into the 
corridor. 

"We must set a good example of quiet in the 
library, whatever happens." 

Myra seized the word. " Won't it be fun ! Eli- 
nor must set an example now more than any of us. 
Elinor setting an example 1 Whoop ! " 

" She'll be obliged to sit at the head of the first 
senior table and do her hair so that it is becoming 
from every point of view," teased Ruth, " Freshmen 
at right of her, freshmen at left of her, freshmen in 
front of her, gazed at and wondered." 

" Every Sunday you'll be expected to escort a dif- 
ferent preacher to the senior parlor and entertain 
him by playing a piece on the rented piano, while the 
other girls stand around mute and admiring." 

" You'll need to shine up in your work, too, 
madam," threatened model Myra, " and go to every 
meeting of all your societies and elevate the tone of 
the institution while Prexie is away. I behold you 
doing it Miss OfBtt loquitur : ^ Beg pardon, young 
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ladies, but say, girls, don't you think you ought to 
behave more like me ? ' Oh, my ! " she uttered a die- 
away groan of ecstasy. 

" That reminds me," spoke stable Lydia, " Prexie 
leaves to-morrow morning, and you mustn't forget to 
be outside the hedge at eight sharp to cheer him off 
as a surprise." 

Consequently on the following morning there was 
an air of extraordinary haste in the dining-room. 
Myra hurried Elinor through her oatmeal and for- 
bade her to wait for a second cup of chocolate. 

" The president of the senior class must be there 
on time at the head of the line," she insisted, " so do 
try to gobble a trifle faster. Almost all the fresh- 
men have disappeared, and every one of them when 
passing this table contemplated you in amazement at 
such dilatory indifference. Madam, do you realize 
that Prexie departs for Europe in ten minutes, and 
we are to be in charge of the college honor during 
his absence ? " 

" So I seem to have heard once or twice before," 
replied Elinor with an effect of rapt abstraction gath- 
ering in the half-dozen tiny cream pitchers at the 
deserted places within reach. " Not a drop remains ! 
To think of these noble seniors still under the tyranny 
of breakfast-foods ! By the way, where has the maid 
retired ? I need cream for my chocolate. Have you 
ever heard of the new servant who asked if the family 
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^ did their own stretchin' at the table ? ^ That seems 
to be my present agreeable fate." 

" Here's a gallon of milk, and skip the anecdotes, 
please." Myra poured from a large pitcher so lav- 
ishly that Elinor shoved back her chair in hasty 
shrinking from the flood. 

" You mean girl ! You've spoiled it all. Lydia, 
you nod to the maid so that she will come more 
quickly. She acts as if I smile at her oiit of pure 
kindliness." 

" That's the way of the world," grumbled Myra 
swerving from the subject in hand, " the hard cruel 
selfish old world. It's her smile that did it all. The 
rest of us must pay a heap in order to be prominent 
seniors — working over debates, agonizing in basket- 
ball, toiling at Hall Plays, sitting up nights with the 
Magazine. But Elinor merely smiles — and she 
turns into senior president." 

" It is now time to start,'^ announced Lydia rising 
at the word. Elinor meekly relinquishing the more 
delicious half of her hot roll followed the others into 
the corridor. The faculty were expressing their 
farewell wishes in the college parlors, while the stu- 
dents scattered and slipped away inconspicuously 
through the grounds to the hedge. However when 
Prexie and his wife passed through the Lodge Oates 
on his way to the electric car he was probably not 
altogether overwhelmed with astonishment at sight 
of the throng ranged in two long rows on either side 
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of the track. He continued to bow and smile from 
the rear platform as the car slid slowly onward be- 
tween the walls of waving handkerchiefs. The ranks 
closed in behind and sang spasmodically till the last 
flutter of white vanished around the bend. 

" I flatter ourselves that we did that fairly well/' 
remarked Myra complacently on her way down the 
evergreen-bordered avenue, " it was a splendid send- 
off. Chapel will be awfully lonesome without dear 
old Prex. No admonitions, no invitations to Sunday 
tea with Mrs. Prexie! Oh, well, it can't be helped 
— and he is coming back before we graduate." 

" Hush ! " said Kuth, " don't talk about the end of 
it all. Quick ! think of something else. Heigho,^see 
those rollicking clouds! Peel the wind! Breathe 
the air ! " She tossed her arms. " Around the gar- 
den and off for the hills — away and away ! " They 
watched her flit to the edge of the pines where she 
suddenly stopped and turned toward them again. 
" I forgot my mail-route," she explained when within 
hearing, "you know, I deliver on second main this 
fall." 

A glance into the restless eyes inspired Elinor to 
offer her services. " I'll attend to that gladly," she 
promised, " you run away now and go off for a spin 
on the family bicycle. You were up too late with 
that proof reading last night." 

After further urging reinforced by Myra's re- 
bukes of reprehensible independence, Ruth was per- 
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suaded and raced down the road on flying wheels, the 
maples strewing her path with scarlet and gold in the 
sunlight. Lydia and Myra proceeded to recitations 
while Elinor distributed the packet of letters obtained 
at the mail-window downstairs. At the last door on 
her list, her rapid tap-tap was answered by a teacher's 
voice. 

" Come in. Ah, Miss OflStt, the very person I 
wish to see. Will you sit down for one minute till I 
sign this note ? " The postcarrier pro tern dropped 
into a convenient chair with as ready courtesy as if a 
chapter in social science were not waiting unread 
in the study above, with the class due in half-an-hour. 

Presently her hostess addressed her with charac- 
teristic abruptness. " I have been following with 
keen interest your career so far, Miss OflStt, and I 
hope that you will not feel oflFended if I suggest that 
you are doing justice neither to yourself nor to the 
college. Am I right in assuming that you will not 
resent criticism which is offered in the spirit of sin- 
cere kindness ? " 

" Certainly, Miss Padan, I shall appreciate what- 
ever you may be willing to say," replied Elinor, her 
voice at its sweetest " society " pitch, her lips stiff- 
ened against a sensitive tremor of dismay. 

" Very well. I am sure that I have not been mis- 
taken in my estimate of your force of character, and 
— I may add — generosity. There are not many to 
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whom I would venture to pay the tribute of straight- 
forward honesty on such a point." 

This drop of honey, faintly spicy at first taste, lin- 
gered with pervading fragrance throughout the pun- 
gent interview. 

" You entered college under remarkably favorable 
conditions — far above the average in every respect. 
While you have kept a fair standard in class, you 
have by no means exerted your energies to do your 
best. What is far more serious you have assumed 
such a flippant tone with regard to an earnestly intel- 
lectual spirit among the girls that your influence has 
been ba — has not been good." 

The listener flushed suddenly, and her gaze fell to 
the carpet. 

" The students admire and look up to you far more 
than you realize. As a college granddaughter you 
are considered to represent the best results of this 
method of education. Even more distinctively than 
upon the ordinary student a responsibility rests upon 
you. This is the responsibility for proving to the 
world that college training produces the highest type 
of womanhood. This purpose assuredly is not to be 
attained by being untrue to your best self. A set of 
girls here notice that you slight your opportunities 
and decry your advantages. They are growing more 
and more ashamed of conscientious study. They 
treat the faculty with patronizing indifference if not 
antagonism. They ignore courtesies which are ow- 
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ing to the institution as to a hostess entertaining 
them. They have no standards, no ideals, no percep- 
tion of values, and in sheeplike imitation of a few 
strong personalities they overlook the finer qualities 
of — " she hesitated an instant, — " of these leaders^ 
the very qualities in which consists their charm.'^ 

Elinor was used to being called charming. 

" In work. Miss OflStt," there was restrained anx- 
iety in the eyes that were studying the downcast mar- 
blelike face, "your distaste for the spectacular is 
caricatured in discourteous neglect of recitations, 
crude bluflSng, a lazy waste of time, contempt for 
those students who place their work first This atti- 
tude is similar to that of the most puerile tag^nd of 
the freshman class in any large university. It is an 
attitude which if cherished in such a limited body as 
this college will inevitably tend to lower the institu- 
tion and to ruin it in its intrinsic value as well as in 
the estimation of the world." 

A few minutes later in the sociology section Myra 
leaned across to whisper, " Elinor, you look queer. 
What's the matter ? " 

" Nothing's the matter," answered Elinor. 



CHAPTEE XX 

ELINOE TAKES HER MEDICINE 

Not until weeks later did Elinor tell any one of 
the interview with courageous Miss Padan. To 
those who observed only the changes of seasons or the 
tumult of cataclysms, the autumn days glided on 
serenely. Neither floods nor fires disturbed the 
lovely outline of the woods and hills and valleys. 
Neither the plagues of tyranny nor the perils of re- 
bellion distracted the pleasant round of college life. 
Myra played in the tennis tournament as usual, and 
as usual lost the championship through her reckless 
waste of energy in the preliminary games. It seem- 
ed as if she positively could not learn to stand still 
when the opportunity offered, instead of chasing 
frantically after balls that were plainly going out of 
bounds. Her opponent was a calm creature who 
never even raised her racquette unless for some useful 
purpose. 

Lydia moved on her placid and majestic way, in- 
terrupted only by a cold that huddled her into a 
sunny nook of the building, and endowed her with 
an injured air and a plaintive note in her replies to 
solicitous inquiries. Kuth as editor struggled be- 
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neath bondage to the calendar^ and as mail-<»rTier 
writhed under the dictatorship of the clock. Elinor 
presided gracefully at the formal opening of the 
senior parlor in November, and for the December 
Reception she could have filled her program several 
times over with the names of men guests. This year 
on senior corridor the four friends found themselves 
more popular than ever. Girls were running in and 
out of the study all day long. Ruth fled to the li- 
brary for quiet, and Myra complained piteously over 
the expense of buying a new block-pad for the door 
every week. 

One evening after Lydia and Myra had departed to 
attend a reception given by the German department 
in honor of a visiting celebrity, Elinor hung an 
engaged sign outside and sat down to wrestle over a 
list of committees for the new year. Ruth in clear- 
ing out her desk unearthed a collection of block-leaves 
and began to quote extracts. 

" Listen to these notes, Elinor. It sounds as if 
we do nothing but eat. Here's one : * Dear M. — 
I'm going to get Milk, Butter, Eggs (2), Oil, Bread, 
Sugar. Do we need anything else ? If so, will you 
buy it, and then I'll see you later ? ' 

" Again : * I leave the things here. You see, I 
got chops, marshmallows, and roses. I couldn't find 
any pansies, and these were the best I could do in 
roses.' 

" That's more aspiring, isn't it ? Most of them, 
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however, omit tibe aesthetics. Vide : * Come to my 
house to-night for products at 8:30. Everybody's 
coming.' 

" Vide itermn r^ ^ Will you all come to see what a 
good cook I am ? Whenever you get ready, but the 
sooner the better.' 

" No wonder that Prexie's final admonition in- 
cluded a hint about the self-indulgence of eating in 
our rooms and sleeping till church time on Sunday ! " 

Elinor leaned over her shoulder. " Some are 
funny, aren't they? There! ^ Bring back those 
matches quick. You've stolen too much of me al- 
ready. Oh, I forgot! Good night and sweet 
dreams.' 

" Look at this one : * Borrowed your curtains, por- 
tieres, and rugs for the Play. Bring me your $.20 
class dues this morning, else I cannot recommend you 
for a degree.' " 

" Ah ! " remarked Ruth in some surprise, " here is 
Miss Padan's name. I did not know that she had 
ever called." 

And then Elinor told her. 

" Just at first," she continued, " when once I had 
caught my breath again, I was so angry that I 
stamped. I ran out to the pines — the loneliest spot 
— • and fairly raved. I even banged my fist against 
the fence — though not so very hard," she added 
scrupulously, " because I was afraid it might hurt." 
(Ruth smiled half mournfully at the contrast of her 
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own lawless moods. ) '^ She had no business to pitch 
into me like that when I don't know her at all inti- 
mately. The day when she left her name on the 
block was much later. Doubtless she wished to ob- 
serve how the convalescent was thriving on the medi- 
cme.'' 

" So you decided to swallow it ? " 

"Haven't you noticed?" cried Elinor half tri- 
umphant, half disappointed, "Well, it is wisest to 
reform by degrees so that nothing will be conspicuous. 
You don't realize how furious I was at first. I in- 
tended to be worse than ever and not study a particle 
more. I thought that since I was to have the repu- 
tation for flippancy merely because I lift my head 
to smile at a girl in the choir during prayer, I might 
as well have the fun of it, and write letters at the 
Bible lecture, and ridicule the hymns while they are 
being sung, and cross my knees and argue about 
agnosticism and so forth. I was going to be simply 
awful ! " 

" What altered your plans ? " 

Elinor fidgeted, tilting her head with an obstinate 
little pout before plunging further into confession. 
" I'm not noble one bit, or magnanimous like some 
of the girls. I hate Miss Padan for saying such 
things to me, but still they're true enough. I can't 
forgive her, you understand; yet I couldn't forgive 
myself if I tried to be so silly as I wanted to at first. 
Why, Euth AUee^ you know yourself that it would 
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have been absolutely senseless, footless, unreasonable, 
foolish, idiotic ! " 

" Yes," said Ruth, " it would.^' 

Here two high young voices floated in from the 
vicinity of the water-cooler in the corridor. 

" Well, Jessie, if you would put yourself in my 
place ! Suppose you had not seen a man for seven 
years — " 

" Yes, that's just it You always consider an af- 
fair from your own side and think of yourself first 
and — " 

" Oh, you mean to imply that I am selfish and re- 
gard my own pleasure exclusively. I never was told 
that before. In fact, quite the reverse." 

" Why did you make him sit out with you during 
my dance, then ? I didn't have a chance all the even- 
mg — " 

With a spiteful clink of the mugs against the metal, 
the dialogue trailed away in the distance. 

" I had hoped that the girls here were above such 
bickering," sighed Ruth. 

" They're only freshmen. Everybody excuses and 
make allowances for them, but — " 

" — we're seniors, and that's the difference." 

"People expect you to be reasonable after living 
here three years," fretted Elinor, " that's one of the 
great botherations about this place. I hate to be rea- 
sonable." 

Outside in the alleyway a confused rustling of 
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skirts and tapping of heels approached the door, and 
a medley of pointed remarks drifted over the tran- 
som. 

" An engaged sign on Friday evening/* 

" Shocking! '^ 

" She must be plotting to work for an honor.'* 

" She's nothing but a dig after alL'* 

" Let's sit on her anyhow." 

Then Myra's voice called gaily, "Heigho, girls! 
Won't they let you in ? What ? Oh, it's that debate 
which you want Elinor to explain. Walk right in of 
course ! " She flung the door open and waved on- 
ward half-a-dozen seniors who straightway sur- 
rounded Elinor. 

" You appointed us on this debate. Now tell us 
what it means. We can't agree. Eesolved: that 
egoism and not altruism has been the most important 
factor in the world's progress. Whoever heard — " 

" If you mean survival of the fittest and so on, why 
naturally the individual strives for his own selfish 
good and that's — " 

" But if the martyr chooses to die because sacri- 
ficing himself gives him greater pleasure than re- 
nouncing his principles, there you see that is egoism. 
Then I should like to inquire what altruism is." 

" My character has been steadily deteriorating ever 
since I commenced to hunt up arguments for the af- 
firmative. If every act can be reduced to terms of 
lowest self-love — " 
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" But if the world is growing better all the time, 
as our economics man says, and the most advanced 
sign of the times is charity in human selection, kind- 
ness to animals, and so on, I object to the question." 

Elinor put her fingers in her ears while Lydia who 
had entered with the disputants took the floor and 
defined the issue in terms of shining clearness. 
Whenever Miss Howard opened her finely cut mouth 
in the ethics class some foggy problem was sure to 
be decisively settled. 

" What do you believe after all ? " queried Myra 
when the visitors had withdrawn, still grumbling over 
their fate, " I am completely mixed up myself." 

" I believe exactly what I said," answered Lydia. 

" What beatitude ! " laughed Elinor, " now if only 
I dared believe what I say, or say what I believe — 
it doesn't matter which — " 

" It strikes me," interrupted Lydia sagaciously, 
" that you are inclined to slander yourself. You 
aren't nearly so unconscionable as you have claimed 
to be ever since entering college. Don't you com- 
prehend that the world will take you at your own 
valuation ? It is quite as criminal to bear false wit- 
ness against yourself — " 

Ruth who had been sitting silent, her head cocked 
in birdlike fashion, a half-quizzical smile of comical 
contentment on her face, woke suddenly to the neces- 
sity for diverting the stream of eloquence. " Elinor^s 
all right Don't you bother her. It isn't time for 
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the Sunday sermon yet Tell us about the recep- 
tion/^ 

" It was fairly interesting," answered Myra from 
her place beside Elinor on the couch, " coffee and 
sandwiches and the dearest little old herr professor. 
When he said that he had never before seen so many 
happy, happy faces, Lydia responded, ' That is be- 
cause you are here, Professor.' " He was her radiant 
admirer all the rest of the evening — and only six 
other men to be divided among the few hundred 
others of us." 

" I'm afraid that we will become blase from a 
surfeit of receptions this year," said Elinor, " it is 
horrible to get stranded in a comer with someone who 
won't talk. When Myra is not near to rescue me, I 
almost die. I know that nobody will be interested in 
anything I may happen to say." 

" The idea ! " rebuked Lydia, " such an attitude 
would prove the death of small talk." 

Myra dribbled cheerfully on. " A friend of your 
mother's was there. Used to be college chums. She 
asked after you. Said she expected to hear great 
things of your mother's daughter. I told her you 
were class president. She said, ^ Nothing but a so- 
ciety butterfly ! ' And I squelched her." 

" Myra I " 

" It wasn't much of a squelch. Just the way Eli- 
nor closes a conversation when people ask questions 
that are none of their business. Only when I try it, 
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the girls think I have a stiff neck. A society butter- 
fly indeed I " 

" Ask her to come around on Class Day, and then 
she will see the 'great things/ Miss Offitt in the 
center of the stage I " 

" Don't talk about it ! " Elinor brushed the sub- 
ject out of the air. " It's months away, and I hate 
to be reminded of Commencement." 

So she too wanted this dear last year to keep on 
without end. Euth stared at her wistfully. 

" Anyhow," complained Elinor, " I shall be scared 
to death and disgrace the class. I wish I dared re- 
sign the oflSce. I hate responsibility." 

" Come, come, now, be reasonable," exclaimed 
Lydia chidingly ; and Elinor groaned. 



CHAPTER XXI 

THE WOES OF EMINENCE 

" Elinor's been crying," thought Ruth with a quick 
pang of dread over imagination of possible disasters. 
At the moment she was waiting at the door of the 
principal's office for her chance to claim an interview. 
The corridor there in the center of the building was 
without windows; and the dozen students also in at- 
tendance probably had not noticed the traces of tears 
as the senior president walked rapidly past them. 

Something must have happened — something that 
had hurt beyond self-control. It was not anger; she 
could tell that from the shy forward bend of the 
flowerlike head. Anger would have thrown it up- 
ward and back in spontaneous rebound from the 
humiliation of the injury. Sorrow would have 
caused a drooping of gentle outlines, a shrinking in- 
ward upon herself, a strained fixed gravity instead 
of the perfunctory half-smile that swept the line of 
more or less familiar faces. No, this was trouble. 

Ruth watched her step swiftly to the railing at the 
stairway and call to someone below. The words 
came hurrying while the hands ordinarily in repose 
gesticulated in eager emphasis. As she stood there 

296 



The Woes of Eminence 297 

the elevator rattled to a pause, and Myra popped out 
with Lydia following. Elinor turned to them on the 
instant, grasping Lydia's arm with nervous vehe- 
mence. At her first sentence Myra flung out her 
hands in dismay, while Lydia's level brows lifted in- 
credulously. A minute later both new comers had 
disappeared down the stairs and Elinor hastened 
back past the benchful of girls to the door of the 
oflSce. At glimpse of Ruth's intently wondering 
gaze, she wavered as if to speak, but evidently 
changed her mind at the prospect of so many audi- 
tors ; for after an apologetic nod to the observant row 
she entered without awaiting her turn. This was an 
amazing act in diffident Miss Offitt, because although 
such a precedence was one of their privileges the 
seniors rarely took advantage of it Ruth herself 
had been sitting there for twenty minutes since lunch- 
eon. 

When Elinor emerged she was accompanied by 
Miss Padan to whom she was talking earnestly, her 
voice rapid and pleading, her sensitive face upheld 
to the clouded eyes of the woman at her side. Ruth 
stared perplexed after the two figures receding down 
the long vista of corridor gray in the light from the 
snow-beaten world without. Elinor had declared 
that she would never forgive Miss Padan for her 
plain speaking, and yet there she was from all ap- 
pearances beseeching forgiveness herself. What 
could the trouble be ? 
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By the time Euth reached the study she was thor- 
oughly anxious. Eecalling the division of duties in 
the ethics manual, she applied the same principle to 
this mysterious trouble: trouble might concern first 
Elinor herself, second others, third the world. Had 
there been bad news from home? The vision of a 
telegram brought a hidden throb of relief under the 
pity : was that a compensation — the compensation — 
for her solitary lot ? " No pain, no pleasure — is the 
iron rule." She had no home to give her joy one day 
and wring her heart the next. That was the stoic 
philosophy of it all. If the trouble belonged to Eli- 
nor personally, most assuredly she was not the girl to 
be running around the college with her tale of woe. 
No, of course, those tears must have been excited 
by sympathy with another's suffering. Perhaps 
some freshman had been condemned to exile for fail- 
ing in examinations, or some junior was on the verge 
of expulsion, or somebody else had been deluging the 
senior president with hysterical grief over general un- 
worthiness. More than once Elinor's responsive 
manner had been rewarded by unwelcome confessions 
from mere acquaintances. Myra regarded it as a 
great joke. Ah, that was Myra's step now. 

Flinging her snowy cloak over the couch where it 
left a damp spot on Lydia's best silk pillow, she kick- 
ed off her rubbers and twitched the pin out of her 
tam-o'shanter. 

" Oh, yes I " she burst out explosively, " I am 
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aware that such a display of primitive emotion is not 
refined or highly civilized, but — " she subsided upon 
the hardest chair and fiercelv folded her arms, " how 
would you enjoy scuttling from end to end of this 
institution, apologizing and explaining and soothing 
and excusing and begging pardon and smoothing 
down and — and everything ? " 

" Not a bit," answered Ruth with agreeable brisk- 
ness, for her anxiety had been modified at the first 
glance. She knew that like a hurricane at sea a 
serious trouble would have beaten flat the waves of 
vexation and scattered the foam of peevish speech. 

" It's all that old mock faculty meeting we gave 
last Saturday," growled Myra, unfolding her arms in 
order to prop up a doleful chin, " how was I to know 
that the faculty themselves would be among the spec- 
tators? You remember who it was that I repre- 
sented? She didn't like it one speck — no, sirree, 
not one tiny speck ! " 

" You did go a trifle too far in caricature, Myra," 
responded Ruth with manful frankness, " the whole 
thing was an exaggerated parody." 

" Yes, that's right — rub it in," groaned the cul- 
prit, " hit a fellow when he's dovm — I mean, when 
he has hunched his shoulders all ready for the blow. 
Why didn't you stop it beforehand ? " 

" For the good reason that I did not attend the re- 
hearsals and therefore was not aware of its character. 
Elinor was on the committee." 
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Myra gulped. *'* Yes, blame Elinor — that's the 
way. The faculty are all pitching into her. After 
luncheon one of them caught her in the hall and 
talked dreadfully to her. She cried when she reach- 
ed the study. And it isn't her fault anyhow, be- 
cause, you see, most of the actors did not let them- 
selves go at rehearsals. We saved the finest touches 
for the meeting itself in public." 

" Finest touches I " echoed Ruth, " Oh, Myra ! " 

" Oh, Lydia ! " wailed Myra at the arrival of this 
companion in affliction, " why didn't you catch us in 
time last Saturday ? " 

Lydia was provoked ; there was no question about 
it A criss-cross frown spoiled the symmetry of her 
face. 

" It passes my comprehension,'* she said, '^ the 
finical distinctions in this small world! My spec- 
tacles arenH strong enough to discriminate between 
the admirable and the reprehensible in college humor. 
That was the funniest farce I ever saw, and yet 
they're having — " 

" — regular fits — ah, spasms — in short, disloca- 
tion of the muscles — about it," filled out Myra with 
melancholy elegance of diction, " I knew you were 
' feeling horribly over those apologies. Elinor in- 
sisted. She said it was for the honor of the class. 
There she comes." 

Elinor dropped into the chair at her desk by the 
window. "Miss Padan tries not to show it but it 
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has cut her sharply. She has spent her life for this 
college, hoping and planning and working. It isn't 
so much the personal insult in the caricature as the 
effect upon the underclasses. They are inclined to 
borrow their tone from the seniors. She believes 
that we ought to be all the more careful now while 
Prexie is away." 

" Hosa semna," quoted Euth softly, " whatsoever 
things are of good report." 

" That's our class motto," Myra sat up straight in 
the enlivenment of having an intellectual idea, " I 
thought that semna meant noble. And noble refers to 
character rather than reputation, I am positive. The 
other day I saw an advertisement by a young man 
in search of a position. He said, ^ Reputation good, 
character better.' That's how it is with our class." 

" Reputation, however, is the result of character," 
argued Lydia. 

Elinor was not to be distracted from the diflSculty. 
" Miss Padan says that such an exhibition as that 
mock trial is on a par with newspaper jokes about 
college girls sliding down the banisters and chew- 
ing gum." 

" Oh, but Prexie won't let us even accept full page 
advertisements of gum for the Magazine or the An- 
nual," protested Myra, " isn't it provoking ! We 
suffer for what is no fault of our own. He says we 
must be cautious to afford no pretence for insinua- 
tion. Ah, well! Isn't it interesting! The papers 
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make fun of us and we make fun of the faculty. 
The difference is that our ridicule is founded on fact. 
Miss Padan for example, actually does twirl her 
thumbs and toss back her hair while she lectures. 
The others do quibble and blush — some of them — 
and lisp — " 

" Myra Dickinson, you ought to have more sense 
than to speak so much like a narrow-minded gossip ! " 
exclaimed Elinor at the limit of her temper. " You 
know that the entire affair was a cheap farce and 
showed disgraceful lack of taste. It was vulgar and 
insolent and unkind and ungrateful to those men and 
women who are giving their best years for our ben- 
efit. I'm too ashamed to look one of them in the 
face." 

" Whew ! " Myra swallowed hard. " So Miss 
Padan blamed you again, did she? because you are 
senior president and a granddaughter." 

" No, she didn't," snapped Elinor, " I blame my- 
self." 

Myra shrugged her shoulders. " Come along, 
Lydia, are you ready to start for gym ? What will 
it matter a hundred years from now? That's what 
the doctor told us to ask ourselves when things worry 
us. A person who never makes mistakes has no need 
of college — and that's true." 

Over in the gymnasium Myra hurried methodically 
through her prescribed exercises till she reached the 
rowing-machine. She always lingered at this for 
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more than the requisite flexions ; because she enjoyed 
sitting there while she watched the score of blue- 
suited girls variously busy at the poles and ropes, 
the rings and bars. She was especially fascinated by 
any attempt to climb down the rope from the plat- 
form aloft, for the reason that in her first trial she 
had begun the descent before receiving instructions as 
to the manner of holding on. She had supposed that 
it would be fun to cup her hands about the rough 
cable and slide to the floor. Alas ! she had been un- 
able to use those same hands for a week afterward. 

To-day when Lydia approached with businesslike 
gait and took possession of the opposite seat, Myra 
rested for a moment to unburden her mind. 

" Elinor's spunky, isn't she ? I didn't suspect that 
she had it in her." 

" Um-m," answered Lydia, conscientiously sway- 
ing backward and forward, her breathing timed with 
scientific precision. 

" She really cares ; that's why," continued the an- 
alytical philosopher, " at first she didn't care for any- 
thing here. Then she began to like us — the girls, 
you know — me (I am her earliest friend and so I 
say me first), next you, and then Euth. Now she is 
angry and mortified about the class because every- 
body is criticizing our parody. She cares, you un- 
derstand ? " 

" I try to," replied Lydia modestly from betweeii 
energetic strokes. 
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'^ She's broadening ; that's what she needed. First 
she liked her own kind of people, next those she could 
comprehend — easy characters such as you and I 
are." 

" Um-m/' grunted Lydia again with Indian im- 
mobility of countenance. 

" Ruth's different — queer and so forth. It took 
longer to learn to sympathize with her. Then the 
class — of course that means all sorts of girls. At 
last she'll discover that she cares for the whole col- 
lege and cares a lot, too. She's made that way. I 
do actually suspect that she rather admires the fac- 
ulty already. Presently she will broaden to take in 
the world, American charities, small talk, society, 
and so forth. Some day, I shouldn't be surprised, 
she'll sympathize with her own mother — when she 
marries and has a little daughter of her own to send 
to college. She'll be a great-granddaughter — the 
dearest little thing with curls and a smile like Eli- 
nor's. She will bring her to this college herself, and 
the professors will look at them both and — " 

" Well, I must say ! " ejaculated Lydia, letting the 
machine handles click sharply into place as she rose 
from her seat, " you surely have a nimble imagina- 
tion. Elinor, no doubt, would be delighted." 



CHAPTER XXII 

BLESSED A PLENTY 

Lydia returned to college in the middle of the 
Christmas vacation, after a week of conscientious en- 
deavor to retain her city friendships and keep early 
hours at the same time. She believed in a species 
of noblesse oblige that constrained all seniors to take 
especial care of themselves this final year in order 
that Commencement guests might not find pretexts 
for quips and cranks over the array of worn and 
pallid maidens with diplomas in their hands. Ac- 
cordingly she came back to rest in halls that seemed 
depressingly silent and deserted in spite of the half- 
hundred stranded residents. 

The three other girls had determined to remain 
there in peace throughout the recess. In greeting 
Lydia, Elinor bestowed a confidential hint that some- 
body ought to sympathize with Myra over her pitiable 
loneliness during the late monotonous days. That 
young person in wrathful scorn flung back the gen- 
erous condolences. 

" Yes, go on, do be sorry for us poor creatures who 
stayed here in this little hole. It makes me furious 
to hear people from an ugly sooty bleak crowded 
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roaring town talk with that maddening self-gratula- 
tion of your fellow-citizens. Have you ever seen the 
evergreens bowed with snow here, have you ? Have 
you noticed the trees on a sleety morning ? Have you 
deigned to glance at "the hills? Have you conde- 
scended to breathe this winter air ? " 

" Smells of soapsuds," commented the city guest. 

" The maids are cleaning house. I love that de- 
licious damp whitewashy institution odor. The 
newer dormitories don't have this genuine atmos- 
phere. Elinor herself acknowledges that she likes it. 
We've been mending and clearing out our wardrobes 
every afternoon. I sort the mail. We get up when 
we feel ready and argue at breakfast as long as we 
choose. They give us whipped cream three times a 
day. Every evening we sew in the senior parlor 
while somebody reads aloud. We saved our express 
parcels and hung up our stockings for Christmas. 
Ruth has gained five pounds already. She says it is 
because she exercises in the forenoon. Elinor won't 
try it. She wants her mornings for study." 

" Study iu vacation ? " 

" Certainly ! She is doing her special topic in 
ethics ahead of time. She's afraid of growing up 
ignorant Her birthday is in July, but the class has 
decided to celebrate it in January. Think of our 
president being the youngest in the class! Her 
mother ought to be proud." 

** Where has she disappeared now ? " 



Blessed a Plenty 807 

"Gone to rout Ruth from her Browning. The 
genius has been ranting around all day with a beatific 
smile and a murmurous chant over her ' cup runneth 
over^ just because the meaning of something or 
other had suddenly been revealed to her. I have a 
wager with Elinor that she can't persuade her — the 
she is a substitute for the Latin ea, the nearer femi- 
nine individual, the her is an equivalent for illam, 
the more distant person — English is so distressingly 
inexact. That's what I've read somewhere. In this 
critical place I have learned never to venture a pro- 
found statement unless I am prepared to back it up 
by a reference. Elinor declares that I barely escape 
being a prig. Isn't that interesting ? " 

" Exceedingly so, but if you will pardon my stu- 
pidity I fail to perceive the connection of this mono- 
logue with the fact of routing out Euth." 

" Oh, yes, where was I ? Elinor vowed that she 
would drag Ruth to the candy-pull to-night, and I 
swore the deed was impossible. To be sure, how- 
ever, I have heard of a woman who props her Brown- 
ing in front of the moulding-board while she ponders. 
Everybody's invited to the pull." 

And everybody went to the pull. In one great 
kitchen maidens armed with big spoons stood on 
either side of tHe long stove down the middle. Mo- 
lasses bubbled in vessels large and small. Along the 
tables at the walls girls were shelling nuts, stoning 
dates, beating fine sugar and the white of egg into 
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creamy paste. In the adjoining kitchen there were 
more tables and more girls. 

Ruth and Elinor made date creams and cocoanut 
drops while Myra foraged for materials. Powdered 
sugar was in pressing demand because it was neces- 
sary first to capture the sugar and then take it down- 
stairs to be rolled fine by the baker. When a bur- 
glarious sophomore leaned across the table to snatch 
Euth's dish of precious sweet stuff, Elinor rushed 
around one end and Myra around the other to recap- 
ture it. Dashing into the outspread arms of the 
Fophomore's partner Myra found herself a prisoner, 
a hook on her sleeve catching in the other's lace col- 
lar and holding them in a fixedly rapturous embrace 
until released. 

" To think that we have not even been intro- 
duced ! " wailed the sophomore. 

" It's what I call having an acquaintance thrust 
upon one," rejoined Miss Dickinson with cheerful 
impudence, while Ruth rose in her length and recov- 
ered the sugar by means of an arm surprisingly elas- 
tic. 

" Where is my buttered tin ? " mourned Elinor, 
" see that freshman walk away with it. Myra, come 
quick ! They're robbing me." She spread her hands 
protectingly over the treasures at the wily approach 
of two juniors with suspiciously ingratiating man- 
ners. 

^^We are a committee for sampling everybody's 
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wares so that we can present the best cook with a 
prize," they explained, their fingers reaching this 
way and that through unguarded spaces. 

" Oh ! " said Myra. Ruth noted the accent as of 
slowly dawning enlightenment before a radiant idea, 
and smiled to herself as she waited for further de- 
velopments. In three minutes she was rewarded by 
hearing an indignant voice at the door. 

" Don't you any one give Myra Dickinson a single 
piece of anything! She is pretending to take up a 
donation for the doctor and the nurse and tho janitor 
and Prexie — though he's gone to Europe." 

" Well, can't I save it for him ? " rang out the 
sinner's aggrieved voice. " Girls, how can I be no- 
ble or generous if nobody will encourage me ? The 
doctor said fudges were an abomination anyhow. 
They will keep you awake to-night. Donate your 
candy — to me and my many dear dependents, and 
retain your ability to sleep. ^ Tired nature's sweet 
restorer ' and so forth. Be wise in time. Beware ! " 

" Myra," called Lydia, " come and help pull." 
Lydia solid and serene stood firmly grasping one end 
of a massive golden coil while Elinor swayed and 
struggled at the other. 

" Dear aesthetic, aristocratic Elinor, can you pull 
molasses candy? No, madam, you cannot, because 
you're not built that way. 

' You are slim, my dear comrade,' I sez, sez I, 
' And the smudge on your cheek's there to stay. 
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But you can't balance that hefty Miss Howard indeed^ 
Because you're — ^"' 

" Oh, which cheek ? " cried Elinor in alarm, " I 
wondered why some of the girls were staring at me.'* 

" Calm yourself, calm yourself, dear child. It is 
not your beauty but your fame that attracts. That's 
what I have noted in my own case. Now Lydia's 
different: people contemplate her not so much be- 
cause they admire her as because they desire her to 
admire them; and as a first step to bringing that 
about they evince and impress upon her their good 
taste by, staring — " 

" Stuff a lump of candy into her mouth rapidly ! 
Quick, quick, Euth! The grape-sugar has gone to 
her head ! " 

Out of the midst of the wild flurry Elinor at last 
emerged triumphant with a plateful of booty. " This 
is traveling upstairs to Miss Padan," she paused be- 
side Euth, " any contributions ? " 

" But I understood that you hate — did not like 
her." 

Elinor looked confused for an instant. " I didn't 
at first — you know why. Then — then she was so 
sweet about that mock faculty meeting, and I've 
learned that she is as sensitive for others as for her- 
self. It was brave in her to tell me the truth last 
fall. She's going abroad to study next year, and we 
may meet in Greece." 

" I thought it was to be Paris ? '^ 
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" Oh, Athens, too ! You ought to helong to the 
Hellenic Society. Why, archaeology is fascinating. 
As Myra says, I'm broadening." 

" Elinor and archax)logy ! " murmured Ruth, 
" you certainly are." 

Truth to tell, archaeology and Elinor seemed even 
more strikingly incompatible than ever on her birth- 
day night. All the senior tables were gay with flow- 
ers and pink-shaded candles. At every place there 
was some brand-new toy — a jumping-jack or rubber 
doll, a box of blocks, a bell, a whistle, a woolly lamb, 
or a linen picture book. The class entered the din- 
ing-room, walking two by two, each one wearing a 
white frock and a round cap, for this was a baby 
party in honor of their youngest member. 

" I'm proud to be your happy roommate, revered 
president," Myra assured her more than once. " No, 
thank you, I do not prefer it rare," as Elinor lifted 
the last juicy slice of beef from the platter, "you 
fail to comprehend the fact that tastes vary. You 
are not yet perfect. There are still ideals toward 
which you may direct your faltering steps. You 
don't imagine that Jack Sprat whenever he felt un- 
usually generous insisted upon giving his wife all 
the precious lean meat as a token of his regard ? " 

" It would have been a token at all events," argued 
Elinor. " Fancy your chagrin if I should offer you 
the fag ends as the little boy distributed his surplus 
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plums, * Here, take these ; I don't want them. 
They're rotten.' " 

" The culture and increasing breadth of your vo- 
cabulary is appalling," laughed Myra, " chagrin is 
a word straight out of the dictionary. And fancy 
— ah, don't you know — fahncy — is so English — ^" 
Here she swallowed a bit of bread and the conclusion 
of her sentence simultaneously, as one of the profes- 
sors halted in passing to congratulate Miss OflStt and 
wish her many happy returns of the day. 

" None of them could possibly be any happier," she 
responded, her eyes flitting down the vista of flowers 
and faces, " I'm blessed a plenty, thank you." 

" ' tell me, senior, would you be 
A fair A.M. or Ph.D., 
At five and twenty ? ' 

' I cannot tell you, sir,' said she, 
' Just now I say right heartily 
I'm blessed a plenty.' " 

quoted Myra, " ahem — from the last Annual. But 
oh, Elinor, alas! I beg of you not to turn into a 
Ph.D. They very, very seldom marry ever at all — 
Ph.D.'s don't. I'll be so disappointed. You are 
bom to be a clinging vine. Now with Euth or Lydia, 
it's another question, for they are sturdy pillars of 
society all by themselves." 

At sound of her name Lydia glanced toward the 
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speaker inquiringly. Just at this point a sudden 
lull in the clattering of dishes and chattering of 
tongues permitted a voice to journey clearly from a 
neighboring freshman table. 

" If you could have your choice, would you rather 
be Miss Offitt or Miss Howard ? " 

" But Miss Allee is a genius," disputed another, 
and was interrupted by an enthusiastic " I'd choose 
to be Myra Dickinson, looks and all. 0-o-oh 1 " The 
exclamation died away in a groan of agony; for in 
the dreadful stillness Myra had twisted slowly about 
and gratefully winked one solemn eye. 

"It's all owing to my cheerful disposition," she 
meditated aloud for the benefit of her companions, 
" now frinstance, I'm not worrying over the dessert 
I refrain from asking the maid if possibly it may 
prove to be ice cream, because, you see, I grasp the 
pleasure of hoping as long as possible." 

" But you know it is ice cream," objected literal 
Lydia, " for you ordered it yourself. The other 
classes are having apple-pie." 

The apple-pie was so quickly disposed of or else 
ignored that the seniors soon found themselves the 
sole occupants of the apartment. They lingered over 
their dainties till a call for " A speech ! A speech ! " 
with bright heads bending forward to nod urgently 
toward the embarrassed president coaxed her to her 
feet. Then came the clapping and the ever novel 
and exhilarating cheers : " What's the matter with 



314 Elinor's College Career 

Elinor Offitt?" "She's all right." "Who's all 
right ? " " Elinor Offitt ! " Myra finished off with 
a rousing, " 'Kah, 'rah, 'rah 1 " as the gong for Chapel 
began to whir and send its warning clangor through 
the listening groups in the corridors. 

A party of strangers were waiting to watch the stu- 
dents troop into Chapel. "What pretty girls the 
seniors are," commented one ; for the baby-caps were 
remarkably becoming. 

" That round-faced one with the big serious dark 
eyes seems rather young to be a senior. The hard 
work evidently does not steal her color and curves." 

" How gravely she is speaking to that attractive 
young girl beside her with her arms full of roses. 
Doubtless she is the one whose birthday is being cele- 
brated. What lovely hair 1 Her face is almost beau- 
tiful. Ah, what an exquisite smile 1 It takes away 
my breath." 

And Myra in her silkiest, softest undertone had 
been murmuring, " Say, Elinor, sweetums, does it 
seem nice to be a popular president? Do the girls 
love their darling itty-bitty baby? Does her throat 
feel all choky and do her pinky ears bum ? People 
are staring at her. Staring hard. They think she 
is charming. Yes, that's right: cast down your 
lashes modestly. Hadn't you better tiy suffocating 
yourself a trifle for the sake of producing a good- 
sized blush ? That's the ticket ! A little redder on 
this hither ear, please. Now your alabaster brow I 
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Bravo ! Pinker at the roots of the ambrosial locks^ 
if you can arrange it Oh, thank youl No, no, 
that's enough. The glory of a peony differeth from 
the glory of a rose." 

Elinor had answered from between her teeth, the 
comers of her lips barely lifting from their sensitive 
droop, " I warned you not to make me laugh, Myra 
Dickinson. If you say another word, I shall punch 
your head." 

Then it was that she smiled the " exquisite " smile. 



CHAPTER XXIII 

A PEETTY GOOD PLACE 

The winter whirled busily past Myra declared 
that the sun was lucky in being able to attend to its 
own setting without assistance, for even Ruth had 
no time to watch it. At the delightful evening reci- 
tation of which Myra was appointed time-keeper, as 
there was no regular gong at that hour, her neighbors 
beckoned and nudged for five minutes before the end. 
This impatience was caused not by lack of enjoy- 
ment in the work, but by the consciousness of other 
tasks pressing for attention. When at last Myra 
scrupulous to the minute snapped the lid of her 
watch as a signal, the instructor taught the fidgeiy 
seniors a lesson in scholarly concentration by noticing 
or ignoring the click, according to the length of the 
sentence under consideration. 

Friday and Saturday evenings were usually occu- 
pied by concerts, lectures, or plays, committees, clubs, 
or receptions. As Elinor had anticipated, Myra be- 
came so blase that she declined to exert herself for 
refreshment short of striped ice cream. Lydia was 
continually going somewhere or coming from some- 
thing. On the night of the Colonial Ball while 
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slowly descending the staircase with the throng of 
guests^ she heard clapping from the crowd that lin- 
gered below. When she perceived that the cheering 
was in acknowledgment of her acting in the last Hall 
Play, the surprise on her face softened to half-shy 
pleasure with a little conscious quiver of the lips and 
a flush that moved Elinor to joy. Elinor herself that 
evening had suffered the penalty of popularity; for 
every jolly old lady on the entertainment committee 
had insisted upon providing the senior president with 
an apple and a piece of pumpkin pie. She found 
comfort in the preception that Lydia too was capable 
of blushing. 

More than once Euth pleaded for " a nice domestic 
evening all by ourselves " behind the shelter of an 
engaged sign. Finally a March Monday provided 
favoring circumstances ; and the four settled down to 
study in quiet. Myra began to dribble out reminis- 
cences while she sharpened pencils. 

" It's about time for the honors to be announced. 
The faculty had a meeting this afternoon. The ru- 
mor is that our class contains many steady workers, 
but few brilliant ones. In our freshman year I did 
not even notice the honors till Lydia told us. When 
I was a sophomore I hung half-way down senior cor- 
ridor and saw them crowding around the messenger 
in the parlor. She had thirteen small white notes. 
As each one was presented, the girls clustered around 
the chosen one while she read it They shrieked and 
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laughed and kissed her. All over the building that 
night — here an honor girl and there an honor girl — 
each with a glowing face and two arms about her 
neck. When I was a junior I stood at the very door 
behind the portiere — " 

"Myra, you didn't 1" 

" Nobody looked at me — that is, not very hard," 
she said soothingly, " it wasn't cheeky. I do believe 
that Elinor is more afraid of being cheeky than of 
being wrong. I wanted to see how they did it, so 
that this time I might be prepared to stand within." 

" Are you also practising your bow of accept- 
ance ? " 

" I wish I could. Wouldn't it be a lark ? But, no, 
alas, I am neither brilliant nor sparkling, though you 
may refuse to believe it I am merely radiant — a 
typical American. It's living four years with a 
granddaughter, a genius, an influence in the com- 
munity — the atmosphere, the aroma of culture — " 

Here the springing step of the messenger girl — 
not to be mistaken — sounded nearer and nearer in 
elastic approach. Euth glanced up almost appre- 
hensively; Lydia deliberately laid down her book; 
Myra hugged herself ; and Elinor went to the door. 

" For Miss AUee," and the girl had gone lightly, 
trippingly, a smile on her lips. Nobody was disap- 
pointed and nobody was surprised, not even Ruth her- 
self, for she knew that she had continued to be worth 
a full scholarship year after year. 
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After the flurry of congratulation Elinor proposed 
that they hunt up the other honor girls at once. 

" Even if as a class we do not approve of the honor 
system," conceded Lydia, " and although we did ask 
that the announcements should be sent unobtrusively 
to the separate rooms, still it is not altogether un- 
pleasant to know that our list is longer than any pre- 
vious one." 

" Last spring," bubbled Myra from her well of 
observation, " I heard a professor congratulate one of 
them and she replied with a wail of regret over the 
few names. I forget the professor's exact rejoinder, 
though I am sure it was a rebuke because it struck 
me that way. I remember impressions rather than 
details. The value of the summary, you know, at 
the end of our special topics is the impression it 
leaves. They appear to condemn all sorts of com- 
parisons in this place. We cannot compare even our 
marks in examinations. 'Cause why ? Nobody ever 
tells us what they are — except of course when we 
find flunk notes in the mail, and then we simply know 
what they aren't. It's a funny place." 

" It's a pretty good place," laughed Elinor con- 
tentedly, her hand caressing Euth's skirt, "I do hope 
the flowers will be in blossom for Founder's Day. 
My brother is coming to the Reception." 

Myra also had a guest for the great day — a strut- 
ting little cadet from the military school in town. 
Lydia's Apollo-like cousin condescended to show the 
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light of his countenance upon the girl-haunted insti- 
tution. Even erratic Ruth had a "man," one of 
Miss Ewers' fellow instructors from the western uni- 
versity. There was flutter of ribbons and laces be- 
side severe broadcloth. There were lights and flow- 
ers and an orchestra of pallid musicians behind a 
screen of palms borrowed from the little greenhouse. 
There was dancing in the great dining-room and 
promenading through the decorated corridors* There 
were professors who held forth entertainingly — sel- 
dom in learned vein — over the supper tables. There 
were nervous youths who felt it incumbent upon 
themselves to deluge one partner after another with 
agonizing repartee which testified to intimate ac- 
quaintance with Greek and higher mathematics. 
There were nods and smiles and compliments and 
hurrying to and fro in search of lost partners. There 
was many a profound dialogue based upon the gra- 
cious query : " Is this your first visit to the college ? " 
or, " How did you like the lecture ? Ah, perhaps 
I should not ask embarrassing questions. He has the 
reputation of being the wittiest novelist in Boston. 
A pity he did not scintillate more visibly ! " Or still 
again : " Do you see that girl in pale pink in the 
Glee Club ? Ann Estes — awfully dear ! " When it 
was all over, one senior hastened to write upon a 
friend's block-pad, " Oh, happy Founder's Day ! " 
and the next morning she displayed a new ring adorn- 
ing her third finger. 
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Our four girls were heart-whole yet after the last 
good-bye had floated out into the starry night 
Wearily they climbed to their study and dropped 
upon convenient seats to talk it over. 

" Vyo had the time of my life," sighed Myra, but 
Elinor let it pass unchallenged for she had lost 
count of those happiest occasions. " I've chattered 
till I'm hoarse, and I am invited to four teas to- 
morrow." 

" One o'clock," announced Lydia, " and not asleep 
yet I am engaged to show the grounds to three dif- 
ferent guests in the morning. The banjo-club plays 
at eleven ; chocolate is to be served in the senior par- 
lor at noon ; there is a tallyho ride later ending with 
a dinner in town. Good-night, everybody." 

" Oimoi, eheu ! I wish I had not touched that 
seventh glass of frappe. What does make me feel 
so wide awake ? Elinor, you dear, I heard someone 
say, * How beautiful Miss OflStt looks with that silver 
band in her hair 1 ' Your brother is sweet. He was 
telling me about the Paris plans." 

" Yes," nodded Elinor, " he's good too. I'm the 
black sheep of the family. He is carrying out fa- 
ther's ambition for him, but mother's ambition for 
me — " she hesitated, " if only I had sisters to help 
me! One like Ruth could gratify mother's intel- 
lectual ambition; one like Myra could shine in so- 
ciety; one like Lydia could take an interest in public 
spirited enterprises." 
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" Miss OflStt is fishing for more praise," murmured 
Myra, " it's your turn to say it, Ruth." 

" Would you rather be called beautiful or wise or 
good ? " asked Ruth obligingly. 

" All of them," replied Myra with blissful greedi- 
ness. 

" Do you know what I would choose out of all the 
qualities ? " said Elinor as she rose and bent absently 
to gather her filmy skirts in one slender hand, " I'd 
choose womanliness." 

Ruth and Myra looked at her and then glanced at 
each other with a tender little half -smile of mutual 
comprehension. Myra heaved a mighty sigh. " If 
that isn't just like the wastefulness of some persons ! " 
she muttered, " doubtless if a fairy bestowed a wish 
upon Ruth she would squander it by choosing to be 
a genius. I also would venture to hitch my wagon 
to the star of my present ideal condition — health, 
wealth, beauty, and brains — the essentials of happi- 
ness. Oh, oh, oh ! What a high and glorious con- 
solation is self-complacency ! " 

" Mad — ' mad — mad as a March hare ! " cam- 
mented Elinor and glided hastily into her own room 
before they spied her deepening color. 

The following day was exhausting to every young 
hostess. Elinor especially was over-tired when even- 
ing came. At nine o'clock, after the final lingering 
guest had torn himself away, she entered the study 
to' find Myra rejoicing in preparations for a sustain- 
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ing cup of tea to which half-a-dozen seniors had been 
invited that previous minute. Too listless to face 
the ordeal of smiling a welcome, Elinor escaped in 
search of restful solitude for the remaining half -hour 
before peace should b^n to settle over the corridors* 
At the door of the Chapel gallery the muffled notes 
of the organ attracted her within to sink upon a seat 
in the tranquillizing darkness. 

About a quarter of an hour later, Myra lifted her 
head from adjusting the flame under the glistening 
tea-kettle. " She's coming at last That's her step. 
She's angry about something. Just listen 1 " 

The door swung impetuously open. 

" Oh, good evening ! " Elinor's cheeks were blaz- 
ing. On the threshold she halted with her head 
thrown back, her fingers twisting and untwisting be- 
fore her. " Girls, I was sitting in the Chapel — in 
the dark. Two persons came in — juniors — I rec- 
ognized their voices. The organ was playing. They 
saw me. They didn't care. They talked — talked 
against the college — my mother's college. They 
said it is narrow and provincial and namby-pamby. 
They said the lake is nothing but a pond. Our beau- 
tiful little lake ! They said the new hall looks like a 
flimsy checkerboard and we are too subservient to 
insist upon our rights and organize Greek letter so- 
cieties up to date and independent of the faculty." 

" That's one of the advantages — " broke in Myra. 
Elinor did not notice her. 
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" They said that we never have grapefruit for 
breakfast and there aren't any carpets in the corri- 
dors. Carpets ! Do yon hear ? They said the girls 
are feminine. Listen! They said feminine with a 
sneer as if — as if it were contemptible not to be 
masculine. They did ! They did ! You can laugh." 

" Girls like that — here ! " Nobody was laugh- 
ing. 

" Juniors who have lived here three years ! They 
said the atmosphere is stifling, smothering, deadening. 
One of them is planning to leave next week and study 
in New York. The other is here on a scholarship, 
with all her expenses paid, or else she would go too. 
On a scholarship ! She eats the college bread and — 
and backbites. She said that she came here because 
she had no money to go somewhere else, — anywhere 
else. She said that if she had been at liberty to do 
so, she would certainly have chosen the best. She 
said, ^Oh, this college ! ' — just that way, and then — 
and then — she snapped her fingers." 

Elinor's eyes shone hard and bright as they swept 
the circle. " They saw me. They knew I could 
not help hearing. They knew this is my mother's 
college — and mine. And yet they dared — on 
Founder's Day itself they dared — they dared — " 
She caught her breath in a long quivering sob. 

Myra's arms were around her. 

"It's lucky for them that I wasn't there," she 
said. 



CHAPTER XXIV 

BENEFITS REMEMBEBSD 

The last of the senior examinations vanished cloud- 
lessly under the sky of blossoming May and left not 
a wrack behind. " Not even a flunk-note,'* sighed 
Myra in relief when her mail continued agreeably 
innocent of unstamped envelopes. 

The fortnight's vacation preceding Commencement 
opened with an afternoon spent on the beautiful river. 
It was a quiet ride — that last one all together, with 
the rocky shores slipping past them, the water lap- 
ping against the sides of the boat. Myra flitted to 
and fro like a witch, leaving ripples of laughter in 
hen wake. Ruth roamed from bow to stem, leaning 
over the rail to stare at the waves that raced below, 
or climbing to the upper deck to watch the hills. At 
times they skirted so near the cliffs that she spied the 
red columbine flaunting its bells. She knew where 
at home in the mountains the lovelier purple colum- 
bine fluttered its butterfly wings beside the brooks. 
That was one comfort: there would always be flowers 
even when the class had scattered from the Atlantic 
to the Pacific. Then Ruth drifted across to the cor- 
ner where Lydia was holding court under the awning, 
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and sat rather dose to her for a few minutee, her 
hands lying idle in her lap. 

Elinor moved watchfully here and there, chatting 
to a doleful one or smiling with the merry. Why 
couldn't the girls all be more thoughtful about saving 
the occasion from dismal failure, she wondered. 
There was that peculiar person who had written the 
Founder's Day poem — a splendid poem, too — but 
why in the world did she persist in turning her back 
and propping her cheeks on her fist in that misan- 
thropic fashion ? The poet when gently asked if she 
were not feeling well, replied in gruff tones that she 
was getting an impression of the scenery. And Eli- 
nor refrained from noting any possible mistiness of 
her lashes. 

Of course there was singing of songs specially com- 
posed for the day. In the dusk of their return to the 
college they sang all the way up the avenue, though 
in a somewhat spasmodic manner. After half-an- 
hour's rest and sundry renovating touches of toilets, 
away they trooped to the gym for the annual Senior 
Howl. Here during the progress of the supper at 
long tables strewn with maidenhair ferns, the sopho- 
mores serenaded them from beneath the windows. It 
sounded very sweet, but Myra for one was glad when 
the voices ceased, for at the last verse Elinor had 
looked as if on the verge of tears. That would have 
been perfectly horrible under all those bright lights 
with everybody watching her. 
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The senior vacation slid past with incredible ra- 
pidity. One beautiful day after another — forenoon 
and afternoon and night. A few of the students 
rented a sewing-machine and made their own Class 
Day gowns. Lydia carried Ruth to the city with 
her for an interview with their family dressmaker 
concerning a certain white organdie for Commence- 
ment, as Miss AUee was to read an essay at that dread 
time. Myra's express parcel from home contained 
a transparent white frock to be worn over a white 
slip on Commencement and over rose-color on Class 
Day. Elinor was to be daintier than ever in the fine 
real lace which her mother brought. 

" Elinor isn't one bit like her mother, is she ? " 
confided Myra to Enth during an interval in her 
duties at the candy booth on the Saturday of the 
senior auction. Desks and chairs and lamps and 
rugs, which were to be left behind by the graduates, 
had been put on sale in the lecture room that morn- 
ing. 

Euth had wound her way through the crush of 
purchasers and " genuine bargains " to notify Elinor 
that the elocution teacher was waiting for her in the 
Chapel. Myra's remark caught her in a moment of 
wistfulness after the mother and daughter had turned 
away in response to the message — one shyly eager 
in her lissom girlishness, the other with a remote 
though pleasant air and something of severity in her 
longer, straighter lines of feature and drapery. 
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Eutli followed them with her eyes. "Yes," she 
said slowly, " they are different : one is womanly and 
the other is scholarly." 

" Oh, but, Ruth, oh, dear me 1 What's the use of 
college if you can't be womanly as well as schol- 
arly ? " 

" You can be both at once more or less, but — " 

" But not equally ? " 

" I'm afraid not. In a harmony there is always 
one color that catches the eye, one strain that holds 
the ear. It is the same with a harmonious charac- 
ter." 

The word sent Myra's wits cantering forward. 
" That reminds me : I am to wear pink, you know. 
Oh, won't it be terrible if the girl who happens to 
match my height and so walks with me should be 
someone in yellow ? " 

Alas, poor Myra 1 Although she escaped this par- 
ticular calamity another more frightful still fell upon 
her when Class Day arived. Not until an hour after 
the ceremonies, when the guests and the girls were 
strolling in softly tinted groups over the green lawn 
in the fragrant twilight, did someone exclaim over 
the omission in her toilet. She had forgotten to put 
on the rose-colored under-bodice to match the under- 
skirt. There she had been marching so proudly over 
the winding canvas path in the brilliant sunshine 
with cameras snapping to right and to left of her in 
a dress that was tinged only half-way with pink 1 
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It was a comfort to reflect that the eatastroplie 
would have been far worse if any of the other three 
had disgraced herself so agonizingly. Tall Rnth 
would have displayed longer stretches of the contrast- 
ing halves. Lydia was consJ)icuou8 as marshal, 
walking alone stately and slow between the class and 
the six sophomores who bore the massive white-and- 
gold cable of the daisy-chain. For Elinor the afflic- 
tion would have Keen worst of all because she as presi- 
dent sat almost in the center of the platform upon 
which the seniors were arrayed before the fluttering 
sea of fans and faces in the out-door amphitheatre. 

Elinor in misty white, with the class flowers sway- 
ing over one arm, rose to welcome the audience, and 
then again to introduce each speaker on the program. 
Mrs. Offitt sat in the front row of spectators. Ruth's 
eyes seeking to trace some resemblance in the thought- 
worn features rested there one long wonderful mo- 
ment. There was no one in the world to gaze at her 
like that. 

In the evening Japanese lanterns swung in fesr 
toons along the avenue, and the Glee Club sang out 
in the June darkness. Within doors an orchestra 
played while the kaleidoscope throng assembled and 
reassembled, shifting and circling through the par- 
lors, scattering up and down the corridors to gather 
here and there in the pretty senior studies. There 
were mothers and aunts and sisters; there were far- 
thers and uncles and brothers and cousins, Some 
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of the honored parents were too proud and happy to 
talk; others were too proud and happy to keep stilL 
Everywhere were seniors on hospitable duties bent 
and too busy to waste a grieving thought upon good- 
byes. Numerous sophomores loitered on the stairs 
and pondered sadly over how much they would miss 
all these seniors the next year. Then after ambus- 
cading the maids who were carrying trays of striped 
ice cream they conscientiously ate all they could and 
wandered away to their own rooms with speculative 
stares at certain closed doors behind which various 
classes were holding reunions. They felt very sorry 
for poor old alumnae. 

The next day brought Commencement with its 
pomp of black-robed trustees and faculty upon the 
platform and white-gowned girls in the pews. Kuth 
looked unique — almost distinguished — in her wil- 
lowy heights Afterward the girls told her how much 
they had enjoyed her essay. Some even said that 
they wished it had been longer — which was a verita- 
ble compliment on such an unexuberant occasion. 

The audience was invited to remain for a collation 
in the dining-room later. Myra declared that a " col- 
lation " tasted to her considerably like salad, ice 
cream, olives and so forth. She refused to resign her 
precious diploma even while she cut the cold tongue 
into bits. She explained quite frankly and truth- 
fully that her sheepskin represented a greater amount 
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of manual labor than the others because she had writ- 
ten out several examinations more than once. 

In the afternoon there was a packing of trunks 
and a flying hither and thither on last errands. In 
the evening came the Class Supper. 

From the sweet June dusk outside belated sopho- 
mores wandering arm in arm sent inquisitive glances 
through an unshuttered window into the brightly 
lighted lower room where a table had been spread 
along three sides of a rectangle. They saw the sen- 
iors eating, though not very hungrily. Now and 
then one rose to respond to a toast and sat down amid 
clapping and laughter. Four girls in turn read from 
slips of paper —- doubtless the class prophecy, for 
the attention of the listeners appeared to be concen- 
trated upon one conscious face after another till each 
had acknowledged her fate with an embarrassed smile. 
After that the secretary called the roll, and every 
name was answered by yes or no — almost invariably 
no, it must be confessed, for the question was, Are 
you engaged? At several of the replies the uncon- 
scionable sophomores could actually hear the incredu- 
lous hooting. 

By this time the feasting was over, and the revelers, 
quickly grave after the jesting merriment, leaned 
back in their chairs. Here and there one absently 
fingered the fern frond that lay nearest on the white 
cloth. Presently the assemblage seemed to have re- 
solved itself into a regular class meeting, for Miss 
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Offitt, even yet with an effect of shyness in the lines 
of her half-Tinconscions bending toward her listeners, 
called them to order and spoke earnestly for a few 
minutes. Then Miss Howard rose and discoursed at 
such length that the sophomores outside grew impa- 
tient of seeing her stately shoulders still marking the 
same height against the wall every time they passed 
the vidndow. 

When at last she resumed her seat, a brief discus- 
sion ended in a scene somewhat peculiar. Now here, 
now there, along the table, one girl after another 
stood up and uttered a sentence or so before sitting 
down hastily as if deprecating notice. Miss Howard 
glanced at each speaker and wrote a line on a paper 
in her hand. In the course of ten minutes or more 
of spontaneous volunteers, the pauses became longer 
and the faces more reflective. Two or three of those 
who had already taken part appeared to add a word 
to their previous statements. At every speech the 
others clapped their hands. 

After the meeting had been adjourned, the doors 
swung open and the new alumnae scattered magically 
in fear of long good-byes. Through the corridors 
desolate with trunks and packing^boxes Myra fled in 
pursuit of her three friends. 

" A dreadful person commenced to wish me a 
happy life instead of a pleasant summer ! I ran — " 
she fell into step between Ruth and Elinor with Lydia 
close in front. " Isn't it a splendidest plan to found 
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a scholarship as our class gift to the college ! I wish 
that I had promised another hundred from my uncle. 
He'll do anything I say, particularly if he is obliged 
to. My fifty is only part of my graduation present, 
and I'm afraid I won't miss it — that is, not enough 
really to do me good." 

" Didn't the girls take it up in the loveliest way ! " 
Elinor's eyes were aglow. " When we talked it over 
in the afternoon with mother, she was doubtful 
whether we could succeed. It will be hard work to 
raise the full ten thousand before our fifth anniver- 
sary." 

" Fancy ! Imagine ! Elinor OfBtt, the rebellious 
granddaughter, sponsor for keeping an extra poor 
miserable captive chained to her books for four years 
at a time! I'm surprised! I'm amazed! I'm — 
I'm jiggered! " and she hugged with both arms im- 
partially till Ruth gasped for breath and Elinor 
writhed free, her face rather unwarrantably flushed. 

" It was generous of those girls to pledge the first 
money they will earn after they are out of debt," she 
hurried the words, " it makes me feel worthless." 

" I am glad that there was no hysteria," said 
Lydia, " and yet they were enthusiastic enough. I 
believe that nobody was tempted to give emotional 
promises. She fluttered the paper slip between her 
fingers. " The fund will start at near two thou- 
sand dollars." 

"Wh-what?" exclaimed Myra in astonishment. 
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while Ruth cried, " Two thousand ! But I thought 
I kept track of the sums, and they amounted to just 
about half of that." 

Lydia bit her lip, but in the half-light of the alley- 
way no one observed this unusual demonstration. 
" One of the girls," she hastened to explain, " pre- 
ferred to make an anonymous donation in addition 
to her nominal gift. I should not have mentioned 
it just yet. By the way," she continued quickly, 
" enough of us for a sort of reunion are planning to 
come up to the first Hall Play in the fall. We shall 
get up some kind of a report about the fund at that 
time. The Washington members intend to earn a 
few hundred with an entertainment this summer and 
the southern — " 

" I'm coming," interrupted Myra, " even if I have 
to walk. Ruth will be here because she isn't going 
west till later. Elinor's the only one of our crowd 
who won't be present. Ho, Elinor! Dear kind 
sweet noble Elinor, why not surrender that year in 
Paris? Oh, yes, and Athens, of course. Renounce 
such vanities. Let your brother go abroad alone 
and bear all those long-anticipated troubles by him- 
self. Why not stay at home a while and then come 
back with us in the autumn to this little monotonous 
hole ? " 

" Perhaps I will," said Elinor. 

"My sakesi" ejaculated Miss Dickinson, looking 



Benefits Remembered 335 

around for a place to sit down suddenly, " Good 
land ! '' 

Lydia's hand dropped from the gas-jet " Why, 
Elinor 1" she protested in^an oddly startled way, 
" oh, but, Elinor, that can't be the reason. Surely 
you could spare it — ? " 

Under the flare of light the gray eyes were lowered 
swiftly to hide a peculiar glint in their depths. But 
Euth must have spied it, for she was smiling to her- 
self. And Myra, catching a glimpse, was on her feet 
in a twinkling. 

" Oh, I see, I see ! You're the anonymous girl ! 
It's your Paris money, and now you can't go. You've 
given it up for the sake of sending another girl to 
college. You — you — you — " her voice choked 
and she flung her arms around Elinor's neck, " you 
blessed idiot ! " 
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